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ORIGINAL POEMS. 

Prologui, for Mr. Garrick ; 
[On thi Duke's Return frotft Scotland.] 

Eb1eh.ion fleeps in peace 5 — 
and light-heel'd France 

Wakes, from her Highlahd^ 
dreamy arid bagpipe dance. 
Blown from Mount Grampus into Belgian Waflesi 
Where moift Dtach ditches cool their cap' ring 

taftes. 
"There let 'em Jijh ^eir forage^guard Wd.ih'dpafes^ 
And leery from chin-deep march, at dry-fhod iajes^. 
Warring, like duchy eat frogs, inftead ofpuikfy 
And, each ftol'n cheefe, thty fwim fory prove a 

.bullet. 
'Vol. III. B Gft 







2 Original Poems. 

Oft may thofe thieves, moji cbriftian^ fhift bad 

quarters^ 
For worfe^ — and fcour new climes, to catch 

new Tartars ^ 
^ill fenfe of fhamc, ireoaJitnCi cheek to Jlujh^ 
Bids their pale hUy^ fteal our rofe^s blufli. 

Hail, to xhtfun-Jhiney that fucceeds diftrefs ! 
The dawn^ that dimmed us, bids the evening blefs ! 
Happy the T^rr^w, that inftrufts^ hy pain ; 
The rebels rage endears the monarches reign ! 
'Till bome-felt menace (hook the land's repofiy 
Wealth's eafy eye glanc'd fcorn at abfent foes : 
At length, by danger roas'd, attention came/ 
Then war grew bus'nefs^ and revenge grew fam^. 
^Tr^^tf fann'd, with grateful help, they&MVr'ifire, 
Felt the protective warmth, and hugg'd it nigber. 
Then, the brave red-coat^ meafuring o*er the ijk^ 
March'dinclaim'd^r^/i6^ri>^e?ij from fmile tofmile, 
BJefs'd hy new friends, faw^«//V;^/ fpleens relent, 
Cxxvdi prejudice — and conquered, as he went. 
Kind fmil'd occajion^ thro' tht Jiorm begun, 
'Till from'the cloudy out-flam'd our morning yZr^f, 
Soul of the nations hope — thtfoldier*s pride ! 
T]it fov reign' sfafetyy and ihtfubjeSi^s guide ! 

Bprji, 



Original Poems. 3 

Born to love all, and be, by all, belov'd, 
Mild, like his father's throne^ and as unmov'd! 
In youth's w^tmprimiy from all youth's pajjions free. 
Had /wif, znAjHrey ^nd pity, not been three. 
Brave, beyond every curhy hut Judgments call. 
Guardian of every right — and faves *em all. 

Such, when he comes, the mufes breaft ihould 

burn. 
And htrfeatSy echoing, bail his blefs'd i-eturn ; 
Here, when long wifh'd, our happy eyes behold, 
Th' acknowledged conqueror, need his Name 

ht told I 



Sent to Lord Chesterfield ; writ on a 
i^lunk heaf^ of a Poem, called^ The 
Religion ^/Reafon. 

GO, reafon's offying^ reafon's guardian find. 
Bow to xht faint y for works ^ not faitb^ 
enflirin'd. 
As near heaven's height, as climbing nature can. 
Comes virtue^ s god-giv- n force^ effus'd on man^ 
Why, then, to rights^ beyond ev'n virtue's claiiri; 
6oi:c man's paid worfhip, profanation's name. 

Bz Wordi, 
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Worth, that tranfcendsrefped:, ncwy^;^ will raife. 
And '^itts idolatry y or cripples; praijej 
.When thanks, found faint, \AAJacrifice enfue. 
The grateful error robb*d. not heav'nii^due : 
The claim-full image fanftify'd the fin, 
Since God's fure hkenefs t?ikes the godhead in, 
'Tis the lie makes the idol. — He, who knelt 
Tohcav'n,/^^y?diftant, heav n*s «<?^2;r influence felt* 

. Here, then — - could reverence cuftom's fog 

/. V ' f * difperfe, . ^ 

. Had jifen an Altar — now, receive a Verse. 
All, that the mufe (or mufe's G^^/makes mine. 
All, iut ador'dy O Chesterfield ! be thine. 

How hag this venal age deferv'd thy care ! 
'.Thy hand, thy head, thy heart, thy heav'i)- 
heard pray'r! 
What/^;^g-i have three ^^f^kingdoms coft tbyioxil^ 
*Till we^hy^ wrongs, opprefs'd, engag'd it wbol^i 
' For realms' fo frail, fo faultlefly . to aft ! ' 
The funj thro' .midnight^ fcarce could more attraft. 
Joy weds, amazement, hape^s high Jawn to fee ! 
And every friend tofame^ is fworn to thee, • - 

O ! pard'mng. 
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O, par^ning^ view the private Pen's addrefs. 
Where 'wilt% warm impulfe long'd to fire a Press : 
'Till qpterfubjeSi dares thy fmile invite, ^ 
Whevcjoelefs truth ihall need no fliadow'd light y 
Screeu'd, I, behind my t(mple"s pillar^ kneel. 
And, like tht gofpel whiff rer^ hint my,ze^L 
Prudently patient, curb a ftruggling flame, , 
To xxofooVs comments^ truft thy facr^d nqme. 
Wait 2l theme's call^ that aflcs no covering, clou J.-, 
Thetiy my pray'r claims thee — and my wijh 
grows proud. 



To Lord BoLiNGBROKE, writ on a blank 
Leaf of a Poem^ which was fent him^ 
by the Author. 

GO, Thought's lojl chilJ, born dark, be- 
neath wit's poky 
Seek the ray'd track, to tafte's departed {oul : 
Av^lly confcious, dare the depths invade,. 
Where filent St. John fans his penfive (hade :. 
There, ifhe fmiles — 'tis whole mankind's aflfent s 
Scorn the (hort world, thou leav'ft, and die, content. 

B 3 "To 
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ro C- O. 

I- 

SNar'd, in entangling mazes of thy charms, 
' Teach me to fhake thefe Jlky chains away ; 
Slow, thyjiveet force, tnyjiubborn mind difarnis, 
'Till ev'n ambition bends, beneath thy fway, 

u. 

What fhall 1 do, to free my ftruggling foul, 
Bow'd, to the foft'ning biafs of thy fong ? 

As circXmg JirawSy in whirlwinds, driving roll. 
So are my hurry'd pajjiom fwept along. 

IIL 

Tooly as I was-! — I felt thy diftant/r^, < 

EVe, from thofe eyes^ it flafh'd undying flame ; ' 

Yet, fure, faid I — for once — I may af|)ire. 

And view that beav^n^ whence all this bright- \ 

nefs came. 

IV. 

So, the light cork^ that on the Tbamis fmooth fide, 
Embay'd, glides buoyant ^ and juft/^/W the (hore, |; 

Edges, ambitious, to the rapid tide, ] 

And, rufliing down the ftreani, returns no | 

more. 

Late, ' 
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V. . • 

Late, my free thoughts^ unbounded, as the ^r» 
Could, with an eye-beam's , fwiftneft, fcahr 
the fky} 
Wander, in ^^jrry worlds, and bufy'd there. 
From human cares, and human pajfions, fly. 

Yh 
Down to dark earth's deep centtr^ could I roani^ 

Andi thr6' her chafmf lab'rintbs^ wind njjr Wiy j 
See Go/t/ unripen'd, in its dufky home. 

And mark how Jprings, in W;;/ bendings^ ftray,^ 

VIL 

Oft as th' alarming trUitipet ftruck my m>^, 
Or the big drum's dead ^m/ hoarffe-thuird'rihg 
rofe. 
My fummou'dy^w/ fprung out, Xo war's wifli'd 
fphere. 
And plung'd me in the ranks oi fancy' d foes. * 

VIII. 
Wide, as unmeafur'd nature's tracklefs l^ace, . 

Untir'd imaginatim reftlefs flew j 
Difdain'd to fix on obje^, or on place. 
And every moment, iomQfrefh labour knew. 
B 4 C^o 
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IX. 
C-r-o wz^then^ unfeen, unread, unknown s-rrs 

Now, lovely tyrant, flic ufurps my niind ; ^ 
Devoted fancy vows itfelf her own : ./ 

And my whole thought is, to one tbeme\ cqnfin'd, 

X. 

Yet, powerful as flie is — flie doubts her lays ; 

Blind, like xSx^fun^ to her own blazing flame j 
Traniports the lift'ning foul--engrofres praife, 

Yet humbly wifties — an immortal name. 

Oh ! that I could but //w, 'till that late day, 
When C— 's unremMiber'd name fliall die ! 

^en fliould I hope, full leifure to difplay 
Thofe unborn dieds^ which in my bofom lie. 

XIJ- 

But, as it is, our fleeting fands fo faft 

Kbb to their end^ and lead us to decay } 
That, e're we learn to fee ^ our daylight's pafl:. 
And, like a melting mift^ life flirinks away. 



ra 



To Mr. Pope. 

THE glow-^orm fcribblqrs, of a feeble ;ag^ 
Pale twinklers of an hour, provoke my 
rage ; ... 

In each dark hedge, we ftart an infeft fire,. 
Which lives by nighty and muft at dawn expire* 
Yet, fuch their number ^ that their j^^rfc combitiey 
And the unthinking vulgar fwear they Jhine. 

Poets are prodigies^ fo greatly rare^ 
They feem the tafks oibeav'n^ and built with care* 
Likey«w unqucnch'd, unrival'd, and fublime. 
They roll immortal, o*er the waftes of time : 
Ages, in vain, clofe rounds ahdjkatcb in fame. 
High over all, ftill fliines the Poet's name ! 
Lords of a life, that fcorns the bounds of breathy 
They ftrctch exijlence — and awaken death. 

Pride of their env/d climbs \ they plant 
renown^ 
That fhades the monar(H^; hy the mufe*i Crdwh l 
To fay, that /^>^//, with vA||:^rfi fhin*^^ 
Dops honour to the lord of half mankind. : ; 

"So 
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So, when three thoufand years have wan'd 

away. 
And Pope is faid toVe hV'd, when George 

bore fway ; 
Millions fhall lend the king thcpoefs fame. 
And blefs, implicit, the fupported name. 

Bturig by a Nettle, 
"D EvENGE, you fee, l&furey though fomedmes 

Take thiso-^'tis all thepain I'd have you know ! 
There's odds enough, yet left, betwhct (Cmr fmairt, 
I fling yom ^ngerSf and you fting my hea^» 



The Snuffers. 

DEspis'd, and worthlefs, tho* I fecm to be, 
Ycm AeVfAGp'dJhfftes owe their beft light 
to me. 
Thtf fcorn'd— *yoa fee, I can ddfifwa ftffl ! 
Somt good lies hid, in c^eiy leeming ill 
And heme, kt fir turn's fov'tttes learn to hfvw. 
That virtue's virtue^ tho' in rags it go. 

On 



OftXGINAX. Pd£M«. It' 

On a Bee, that was J^llowe^i-fy a 
Lady, in a Glafs of Wine. 

I. 

rETfyJloft! advent'rous Bee L . 
How pitiful thy cafe! 
A world of w/7//i& was offer'd thee. 
But mfrice would not let thee fee. 
The charms in Celia*^ (ij&e, 

II. 

Keenly ey'd with lover's cart> 

Thou had'ft not bft heri^ / 
But haldng at her li^, for mor^ 
Supply'd thyfelf with honied ftotc, 

From magazines c^ Ws* 



lie Lover's Degree of Comparifon, 

HAppy the man, who does Celinda view. 
More baply he who fees, and loves her tooj 
Mojl happy, fure ! of all mankind is be. 
Who, loving her, belov'd by her Ihall be. 
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To a fatirical young Ladyk 

Forbear/ hud thing ! to live in laugh 
and jefl^ 
Wit is like love ^ the fofteft is the beft ! 
^thou, by this, wouldft lively thought proclaim. 
If empty praije is thy wild fancy's aim % 
A while, thisyZ?// may feafon fingle life. 
But no man's tafte approves a picqmnt wife. 
Bcwije^ and match, and charm, by judgment's 

aid. 
Or witty, and defpis*d, and die — - 4 maiJ. 
So, the thin razors^ which young Xtzrntvs pleafe^ 
Grow notch'dy and edgelcfs, by unniark'd degrees,- 
Till worn, and blunted, by too frequent -ufe, 
Th* experienced hand'detedirs the fteeVs abufe : 
Then cheaply thrown afide, they gather duft. 
Like thee, ncglefted, *lttl confum'd by full. ' 



To 
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iTo Gelinda, complaining\that her Harp- 
fichord w«x ^ of Tune. : 

•.: \ . I- .' . .;•/•* 

WHILE, with well-afted anger, you com^ 
pJairiy 
Still you attempt your charming tafk again ; 
Andftill, with \6vc\y fetuldncey complain, 
That ftill you fttike the trembljng^n^^j, in vaim 
Still you complain 1 and ftill my wondVing ibul 

,Is wildly bcckon'd, by the wanton found- ; 
Thro* my rais'd fancy cirding phantom roll, :r. 

My thoughi'Sy in fairy mazes, dance arpund ! 
Still you complain, how ill your work is done. 
While gazing and aftonifh'd, 1, 
\ Who feel myfelf already die, 

E'en while your firings you do but /ry. 
Am wildly wond'ring, when you once go on', 
Where^.I fhall be — and how transfbrm'd, anon! 

Ah !^ flie begins ! guard, giiard thee, fluttering /^, 
. Diffolve not, in the blifsful ftVife ; * 

What, 



/>>^ 



14 Original Poems. 

Wbat> tho* the thrilling pain' wounds thro', zrxd 
thro', 

Sharp as it ig, 'tis pleajing too ! 
Now proijd, imperial nc^w^ botft thy powV ! 

Glorious, in high defyance^ rife, 
And, while the charmer all her forces tries, 
...While ^Whtx gface$ ttm, in one bright fhoWV, 
And, round my dazzled fenfes, fcattVing, |all; 
E'en while her fmile^r«ft'd ke&uty fills my eyes. 
And //j^ itfelf pierc'd by th« tattfick, dia^ 
. Tp^w prp^d^i?;/, %h^ reafm rulca 'em all ^ . 
At one flrong ejhrt^ ftrtiggle rfiro' thtf cbarm^ 
And« e'e0 amidft the tranfporty wifely wariai, 
In.cQddiefcription,*giahqr force to tell^ 
What Taryittg paffiom thy hot bofoiH fweU4 

in/ 

•Tiswell! difdakiful *ftw(y / — frnfle agiin 1- 

I'll do it, though with pain. 
Each |»ercmg/«Af, your ftyiog^^g-^/ give, 
Softens, dilates, and undulates infy iinW / 
I fwell immenfe, beyond myfelf ! and leave 
All tafte of frail mortality behind. 
My heating heart, diheanftdy force pofieft. 
Knocks, with impatience^ at xoy earthy breaft. 

Faiff 
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Fai» wpuld it j^o^ but knows not where! 

'Tis gone, at once, and all diffolv'd in air ! 

Again, 'tis here ! ~ what wou'd the wond'rcrfeyl 
It could not longer abfent ftay, 

But loft the heav nly found above^ which fum- 

See ! all impatient of delay, 
The, vzfPir'd/ugitrue U downward >«^, 
Clings to youf dancing w/w, thp' looiHy ftruhg. 
And hvigs about the m^Sci qfy^ur tongw. 

IV. 

Still you conjplain> ftill Love inipire I 
So, men, on Zemila's winf ry coail, 
Th« pole's prowl treafury of /h^. 
When they, to their cold caves retire. 
Can fit, ^nd freeze^ ^midft furroundingTiin? / 
What fh^l I do ? — 'tis certain Jeatb ^ to ftay. 

And worfe than d^ath, to go away ! 
Like men, who live in an "iafc(3:ed air, 
I gape for breathy hut every where^ 
Admit tbepUgue de/pair! 
Each tuneful accent arm'd with poiutied/i^m, 
Drives thro' my ikoJ^ ftrong tides of ww defirej 
My fev'rifh foul is all on fire I 

And 
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And indfure bends, like reeds^ before each brees^ 

ftrain ! 
Yet ffill, tyntinlc /porter^ you complain t 

- •:.••••:• ■ • -.v. ' ■ ••-•'• ■■ ' : 

Ah I cruel fair I too ldtc,.alas I I fe6 

p. . . . . . « • 

The nccdlefs Jiratagemy which pride of r/SwrrM 
Has taught your beauty' %y too fufficieilt aritns ? 
Oh ! fincc with o^wjorce jrou conquered W^^ 
Why, {wortblefs fince I feem to ybu to^be) 
Why ufe you arts^ to vanquifli me again ; 
You aft, in this, as long-try'd champions do, 
.Who fight with fotrie unpra<ftis*d foe, 
Whofe Weaknefs they defpife,' and know^ 
At fiirft, a ieeming ignorance they difplay ! 
With aukward gejiuresy wait each thre4ten*d bloWj 
And,- with a feigri'd dijirujiy a while give way : 
Butw:hen,-at length, refolv^d no more to toy. 
Their Jirengtb^ and^/7/, they dl at once employ t 
Like mey th' aflonifh'd enemyy aniaz'd. 
And unprepared to meet fuch new alarms 5 
When, in chill wonder, he a while has gaz'd. 

Trembles, kneels- dcr^h, and thrdWs aWiy his. 

. ' \ . ' - . ■ » . . .\ .Jk 

^ artns. ' 



Tff 
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% the Preacher of an excellent Charity 
Sermen 

FOrgive, great pleader of tht poor man's 
caufe ! 
Thou juft afferter of thy faviours laws I 
Forgive the erring fondnefs of my lays, 
What mufey untir'd, can climb (ojleep a praifc ! . 
V&fe^ for my crjon fake, not for tbine^ I chofe, , 
For iie, who, with his own, would praife thyprofe^ 
Has, when his too officious talk is done> 
But held a taper to the blazing y2^;;. 

Could faillngy^;/ry reach my riling ivilJ^ 
Or word's weak wind the fails oi meaning fill ; 
I wou'd — but thy reward would bankrupt mari^ 
And hedvn mull pay it— for heav'n only can. 

If wealthy mijers^ who, by ftarts, bejlbw 
Some wind-rais'd drops, which, in their for- 
tune's flow. 
Their breezy charities about them blow % 
litbefe ftand bleft, by heaifn's too kind decree^ 
Vfhzt nobler bleifings arc referv'd for thee! 

^OL.IIL G nec^ 
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Thee ! who not only doft men's wants relieve, 
B\xt teacbe/iy backward thoufands, i&^w /"^ g^V^f . 

Stand firm, gvezt pillar ©f the church, you 
blefs ! 
May all your labours meet a lilf.c fuccefs ! 
Though vulgar natures are to pity Uind^ 
Well-guidcdy%i6/ they, in yqur doBrine^ find. 
Grc^s^ as they are, and cbiWd^ by low defires. 
When warm they feel your heart-diflblvingjgr^x^ 
Their fouls, new-dipp d, difcharge the ftain$ of 

And take the creamy dye of innocence. 

Wit H rev'rcndy^^, my charm'd^?//^«//e?« hu^g^ 
To catch the mtifick of your truth-bleft tongue. 
Spread, and diflblv'd, by mercy's moral heat. 
My heart, in fighs, exhal'd to feek your feet ! 
*Twas far too mean a blifs, to look you thro*, 
I wou'd have turij'd to air^ and enter'd too ! 
Still to have dwelt within you, ^-pure^ like^^w /, 

But why, thus weakly, (hould I praifeyour aim? 
The crowds, you fav'd from want^ fhall blefs youi: 
name 1 

The 
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l!lic foul-fhdok widow's cries, and fcaldiag teir^^ 
Whofe fpeaking^rr^ has reach'd q\xt fovreign^s 

ears^ 
Shall climb t!ic heights of hewv^n's high palace, too, 
And, when they pray for Anna^ plead for you : • 
The groans tf^ orphans, ind the wrgiffs pray Ys^ 
The motber's aided hopes, ^xA father's cares. 
With moring rhefrkk fhall invade the^;% 
And, as you blefs*d them, here, blefs you, oil high 

To the txcdUnt Daughters of a decern d 
Lady. 

WH Y /hould ye thus, to prove but vainly 
kind. 
Add a weak body to 4 fickly mind ? 
Could but your pious ^r/(?/'recal l^r breath. 
Or tears of duty win her back from death • 
We would hot blame the ptijjion you eXprefs, » 
^wtjhare it with you, if *t Would make it lefs l 

BtJT'bh \ when certain 4/(^^/^*5 uneertaln hour 
£xerts his known, hl^ unrefifted pow-r; 
When we are fumrhoh'd from our cares, bcloWi 
To joysy which IhiTig merit muft not know ; 

^ 3 Whfin 
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When fouls, like your dear mothers^ quit their ckyy 
And change earth's darknefs for eternal day : 
From their blifs-circled feats, perhaps, they view 
Thefe humbler regions, which themfelves once 

knew. 
And fweird with thoughts, which m?dce the an^ 

gels kind. 
Pity the pledges, they have left behind. 

Tis true, the 7^ you mourn, is vzHly great , 
But. in that lofs, your country /hares your fate ; 
The public good, her wifhes would have done. 
Made' ev'ry man, in cvVy land, htrfon : 
Thence, lovely mourners ! give us leave to prove. 
We ought to fhare your grief, who fhar'd your 
mothers love. . . 

Yet, may all parties make their forrow lefs, 
Andiyou^ and we, concern enough exprefs^ 
Tgu may, with confort, calm your ruffled mind. 
To think, your mother left her cares behind \ 
And we, tho' lofers, flaould be thankful too. 
Since we are flill left rich, poiTeffing you. 
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Prologue, for Mr. CiBBERy jumor. 

Comes Jlowly^ and reluSlantly^ forward ^ Jiandsji^ 
lent^ and Jidelingy twirling his Hat-^and^ now 
and tbeny looking upy with a balf-fuppreffed Leer 
of Irrejolution. 

''T^IS l"'T}iofhame'Jac'dy'''Moi>'E.ST The, 
A now, tries ye, . 

Don't let th* unlook'd-for change — too much 

furprize ye. 
Your loofe deferter, now brought up for fentencc. 
Uncocks his contrite /'ife/^;— and ^/^a/i repentance; 
Sinners ihould all {ctXJhame. So far, plain fadt is: 
YtU Jome blufli aukwardly — for want of pradtice. 
Ah ! what can move hard hearts — if yours he 

miffes, 

Whok penitential tweer ftands crimfdy as this is.* 
\^Here be puts on Drugger'5 attitude^ 

Not Abel'j threc-tir*d^r^/«/ more queerly fhow'd 

him, 
When the cracl^ d urinal\\2A half-o'erflow'd hijn. 
Hem— now TU pluck up grace — and make cpn-^ 

fij/ion. 
Then (like fnug papi(i) -*- tick, for new tranf 

grejfton, 

C 3 Some 
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Somcy^ wildcats Vwcfown: fome, late— b^QH 

moving ; 
Andr.-not to//^— I've left young crc^s^yet, growing. 
Bear with flow penitence -r— or, fpoil a convert : 
Much have lytt^rW — and no little pone for'tl 
I'm a poor finful cur — heav'n un-be whelp mo^ ' 
Be-mus^d—bercreditpr'd—^^-wV^/, God help ipc I 
Plung'dj in a fea of woes -t paft all enduring | 
Yet, not one woe, but was — my own procuring. 
There now ! — I^ct virtue ne er expert man's pity. 
If truth, fg plainly told, wants forcQ to hit ye, . 

Wellj after all— I'm a wild <;hap ■?-- that's " 

certain : 
And many a foQlifhyj/rr^f, Tve plaxd my .part in. 
Yet, fearch life through, truth afk'd will anfwer, 

fadly. 
Men, that adt fn^y .parts, muji 2iB,fome madly ; 
But, for my own— to. whom hardy^prttive^^yt one^ 
Oft, in niy life to come, tU adk a grave one. 

Nay, pray, don't laugh -^ As ^'m a hopefa^^ 
/inner, 
Xoxx flioudn't blue — fo baft^fu.1 a beginner 1 

Sure^ 



Sdft, 1 pfioy aSigr^^ parts— who here caSi bt^Pim^ 
Where tears by urU- fulls flow---ftoto tragic 

forrow. 
Laboring from dirge to M/r/6, to gain your pardon, 
rU dig, from bed to bed, the mufe's garden. 
Teach ye to rry, to-day • — to-morrow twitter ; 
Twixt two fuch fweet extremes — farewel all 

bitter.^-' 
Reftor'd to favour, — and no more a fibber. 
Lord ! what new dev'l (they'll cry) hts mottled 

ClBBER? * ' 

But, well hejerious — *Tis nor worfe, nor 

better, 
Fm in my country s cafe — a deep-dipt debtor ! — . 
Is tbat a crime, too black to hope your pity ? 
Ah ! tell me — camp^ fleet ^ country^ courts and city. 
— Nay; there's a Kf no, God ble& him I who, 

they fay, 
Oms — more than any king, but be^ can pay. 
Owes, to his maker — ev'ry lov*d attraSiim^ 
That awes r^belUon^ arid difgraasfaSfibn. 
Owes to his people — (what they ^ to lend him)' 
MiHions of hearts, and hands, that all befriend 

him. — 

C 4 Owes, 
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Pwe$> ' to Zw'^^-r-'Cpntempt . of fears b^Jow 

him. rr 

Owes mercy, to his/oes — bccavfe they show 
him. 



Faraphrafe on the third Ch(ipter of 
Habakuk, 

GOD of my fathers! ft-retch thy oft-try d 
hand. 
And yet, once more, redeem thy chofen land : 
Once more, by wonders^ make thy ghries known, 
And, 'midft thy anger^ be thy mercy fhown ! 
! I have heard thy dreadful adions told. 
And my foul hums thy terrors to unfold. 

, At Ifm^lh call, the* almighty*s thunder hurVd, 
From Pararis fummit, fliook th'afto3riifh*d world ; 
The Homing h^av'ns blaze, dreadful, through the 

Jky. 
And earth's dark. regions gleam, beneath his eye. 
High, in his undetermined hands, he bore 
Judgment's hcap'd horn, and mercy's ftruggling 

jftpre J 

Meagre,, 
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Meagre, before him, Deaths pale hortor ! trod. 
And, grinning fhadowy, watch'd the almighty 

nod : 
Gath ring, beneath his feet fla{li'd%i/m«g-j broke, 
An4 the aw*d mountain fhopk, conceal'd in fmoke. 
Hcjiood', and, while the meafur'd <?^r/^ he^ey'd;; 
The Hzviing. nations dropt their confdoiis/r?^ • 
High-bbafting Cujhan ftruck her tents, ivijhame^ 
And Midian groan'd, beneath repented:^^;//^. 
He movd\ and, from their old foundations rent. 
The everlafting bilh^ before him, bent ; 
YL^Jiept 5 and all th' uprifing mountains ftray. 
And roll, in earthquakes^ to efcapehis way : 
From their enormous cbafmsy with roaring tide, 
EJarth-cleaving rivers fpout, and deluge wide : 
They^^, alarm'd, climb'd -faft, its god to fpy, 
And, in outragious triumph, fwept the Iky. 
Confcious of wrath divine, the fun grew pale, 
An4> o'er his radianceydrcvr a gloomy veiL 

Thus did my God (to favie th' endangered land) 
M?irch fosrth, indignant, with vindidivc hand ; 
This, A(vhen I hear, chill blafts myy&i^/o*erfpread,/ 
And my lips quiver, with the rifing dread: 

Trembling 
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Trembling all o'er, my limits I fiintly draw. 
And my bones crumik, with ideal awt» 
Now, tho* the fg-free ne'er fhould ilo^om yield, 
Tho* fterilc colilnejS ciirfe th'unrip'ning^/</ ; 
Tho' vineiy and olivrs, feil thtir loady cliear. 
Nor fainting b^rds out-live the pining year j 
Yet, fliall my foul, in Ged'i fure aid, re;etce, 
^d fiar^'j higAfw'reipi claim my heav'ri-tun'd 



7;^^ Mufe's Expdlulation, wifB a Lady, 
■ who denied her/elf the Freedom of 
Friendiliip, from too delicate an Ap~ 
prehenfan of the World's miftaken 
Cenfure. 

OBorn to pit} wdesj yet, form'd togivt^ 
Shut from vthoie prejenccy 'twere a pain^ 
to hfae t 
Who make all cmverfe tedious, but yonr tmn ; 
^nd, if^tf/ with-heW, leave the ^iMrfaken none. 
Urg'd by what motives, would you ndfii to fliun 
The;%-;&^, andw/Vf", of him, whofeyo«/you won ? 

Ob 



On what falfc fears docs this ixtXd, flight depend ? 
What fancy'dyi^ docs prudence apprehend ? 

Whjmc bodies only are to bodies dear. 
The danger there confifts in being neari 
And, when xh^fair^ the foft CoQtagKm fpy^ 
Difcretion calls 'cm —-^ and *ti$ wife, t6 Jfy. ' 
Buti where ^JSbasXtJpirits catch i)[iit flame y 
Flight is a cruel, aad a fruitlefs tf//». 
5(9i^i!; hav^ no Jinxes > and if minds agree. 
Parting is dying, to fet fancy free. 

. Nor let nuftaken virtue wrong the breaft> 
That opens kindly to fo fweet a gueft : 
. Not faintSj^ in heav'n a purer warmth exprcfs. 
Than reafm feels, when touched by tendemefs. 
Relenting wifdom dignifies deflre^ 
And rais'd ideas fan the brightening fire ; 
'Till the white ^;2i»»^, afcending to the fky. 
Spreads its law/moaJ^, in envfs darkened eye. 

Whence grew fociety, fo wifli'd an arf^ 
If the mind'^ dogance betrays the heart? 
Were it a crime in flafliing fouls, to rife, 
Anci'ftrike each other thro' the meeting eyes ; 

Thofc 
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Thofe op'ning windmvs had not let in light, ' - 

Nor ftrcam'd ideas out, to voice the fight. • - 

Why arc you formed fo fcwWjul^ in your 
charms^ 
\i beauty ought to^y the wifli, it warm% ? 
Vainly did beav*n infpire that tuneful tonguey 
With notes more fweet, than ever feraph fang ! 
If, juftly, all that' harmony you hide, 
Your mujSck ufelefs, and its powV uh-try'd. "" -* 
Have wit zndeloquence in vain, cobfpir'd, ' - - * 
And giv'n you brightnefs^ but to Jhine retir'd ? 
Muftyou be lovelieft^ yet be never Jhown ? 
Than all be wifcr, yet be heard, by none? 
Oh 1 'tis too delicate 1 — 'tis falfely nice. 
To bar ^e heart againft the mind's advice* 

But, you will fay, that honour's call, you hear j 
Thz.tfame is tender — reputation^ dear : 
That,, from the world's malignant blafl: you fly, . 
Fear the f cols tongue y and the difcerner's eye. 
The fpleen of difappointcd wiflies dready 
Or envy's whijpersy by detradtion fpread ? 
Alas 1 what bounds, czn limit your retreat ? 
Where will fought j&/ir/;rrefl: your flying feet ? 

Is 
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h there a corner^ in the globe, fo ne^^ 
That malice will not find, as fure as^w F 
The very flight, that fhuns, attrads the wrong ; 
And ev'ry cenfure fear'd, you force along. 
" There^s caufe^ no doubt, for her retreat^ they'll 

" fay, 
•* A fearlefs innocence had dar'd to^?^^ / 
Scandal has, either way, an edge, to ftrikc. 
And wounds dijitn^ion every where alike : 
Superior excellence is doom'd, to bear 
The ^ings of fland'rous bafe^ and rafh defpair : . 
'Tis the due tax^ your rated merit pays. 
And ev*ry judging ear will call it praife. 

Think — and be kind— convert this fruitlefs 

pain, 
To a fix'd firmnefs^ and a calm difdain. 
Since cautious abfitice can no more be free. 
From falfe reproach^ than prefent /miles will be, 
DifFufe thofe^///i, which heav'n defign'd fhould 

blefs. 
Nor Ittxh^iv greatnefs make their ///y lefs. 
Indulging /r^^^(7/;7, tv'vy fear difarm, 
And, with a confcious fcorn of flander, charm. * 

Bold, 
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Bold, in your gn^ddd ^re^gfh, your heart tmbmcl, 

And, to htfafe^^ fappofe ytmtCelfali mind J 

Yet, ncedkfs that t iince fadx refpedl yen 
draw^ 
That ev'n your tendernefs is arm'd with awe : 
Permitted l&ve^ would filently admire i 
And a foft reverence tremble, thro' de^e^ 
The warmeft wijhes^ when infpir'd by ym^ 
Strike, but as heav'niy in^irathns do. 
The opening heart makes room iovjoys rcfin'd. 
And ev'ry grofs idea fhrinks behind. 

You need not then, the gentle found rejcift, 
Shou'd Love's f ear'd name be giv'n to foft refpedl i 
When ill-diftinguifli'd meanings are the fame, 
How poor the diff'rence^ which they draw from 

name ! 
There are, in love^ th' extremes of touch'd defire^ 
The nobleft brightnejs^ or the coarfeft^r^ / 
In vulgar bofomsy vulgaf wijloes move ; 
Nature guides choice^ and as n>en tbink^ they l&oe4 
But, when apow'r, Xxkc yours, impels the wound^ 
Like the clear caufe^ the bright e^eii is fottpd« 

In 
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In thfe loofe pajfion^ men profane the name^ 
Sliftajce the purpofe^ and poUate xkytfiame t 
In nobler bofoiiis, friend{hip's/(?r/^ it takes> 
kndifex alone, the lovely difference makes. 
Love's generous warmth does reafon's pow'r 
difplay, * 

And fills defirey as light embodies day. 

Love is, to Hfe^ Mrhat colmr is, tojorm : 
Plain drawings oft zr^juji, but never warm. 
XtfW, in a blaze oi tintSy his light' mng^rows 5 
Then the form quickens ^ and the figure ^Awj, 

j4n Epigram, occajion d by fomeVerfes, on 
a Monument^ in Weftminfter Abbey. 

HOVf lojl this pomp of verfe ! how vain 
the hopSy h 

That thought can dwell on Craigs, in view of 

Pope ! 
When, upon Rubicon's fam'd bank is fhowa 
(^r's prefs'd foot, on the remember'd ftone ; 
No travdier once afks the quarry's name, 
Whence the coarfe grit, by chance diftingmih'd 

caooe I 
But thinks, with rev'rence, hat great Jufiiu tt«d. 
And hails the footftep of a Roman Godf 
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To Mrs. L R, playing on a Bafs-P^ioL \ 

WHILE, o'er the dancing chords^ your 
fingers fly, 
And bid them //w, 'till they have made u^ die ; 
Trembling, in tranfport, at your touch, they 

fpring, 
As if there dwelt a hearty in ^v^vj firings 

Your voice, foft rifing, thro* the lengthened 
notes^ 
The marry'd harmony, united, floats ; 
Two charms, fo join d, that they compofe but 

one ; 
Like heat and brightnefs, from the felf-fame ilun* 

The wifhful viol would its wealth retain, 
And, fweetly confcious, hugs the pleafing pim ; 
Envious, forbids the warbling joys to roll. 
And, murmuring inv/ztdy fwel/s its founding foul^ 

Proud of its charm ing/^ie?V, your tuneful iow 
Floats o'er the c&ords majeflically^Zwe; ; 
Carelefs, and foft, calls out a tide of art. 
And, in a ftorm of mujick^ drowns the heart. 

So, 



§0, when that GoJy who gave you all yontjkillj 
iTo angel forms, (like yours) entrufts his wilt^ 
Calm, they defcend, foihe new-meant world to 

foundy 
And, fmiling, lee creation rifing round ! 



On^ a Lady, pnabh'd into the Chdlidj 

by one of her Lovers. ^- 

i . ... . > .' \ .. , . 

B Ellon A the fierde, who held man in difdairij 
And dcfpis'd her ownfex^ to whom lav4 

cou'd give pain j 
Went to church, in defyance, and met with her 

fate. 
From zpuipited Cupid y who there lay in wait : 
Bot her bead was fo arm'd, and fo ifard was her 

hearty 
That his arrows rebounded, in /corn o^hls art^ 
Then, with voice o^ revenge, he exalted hx^pipes^ 
Shot in fpleen at he^ belly, and gave her the gripes^ 
Thus I wound her, crjKd he^ in a whimfical |>lace^ 
*Caufe fee covers kind iv'-Jhes, with haughty 

grimace^ 
Vol- IIL D Lei 
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Let her now twijl zxi^Jkrew — 'twill but fallen 

thc^^r/; 
She has love in her bowehy tho* flic hates in her 

heart. 



To a Lady^ with a Book return d^ calPd 
The Intelligencer. 

IHavb kept your Intelligence^ Madam, i(^ 
long. 
That I hardly dare hope, you will pardon the 

wrong. 
Had you been but a man^ no excufe I had writ. 
For weVe feldom fevere to ihe^&ults, we commit ; 
But intelligence kept^ the kind ladies muH gal/. 
Who no fooner receive it, than fart with it all. 



ne CHANGE; 

To the Lovely Caufe (f it. 

^Weet enflaver ! can you tell. 



E're 1 learnt to love fo well. 
How my hours had wings to move. 
All unbufied by my love I 



'Ti% 



*Tis amazement, nowy to me, 
What could then a pleafure be ! 
Bniyouy like God^ new fenfe can give. 
And nbvfi indeed, I feel, I live, 

<3h ! w^a^ipmgs his brcaft alarm, 
Whom foul and body y Join, to charm 1 
Endlefs trianfporM dance along, 
8wefetlyfo:fti cfr hobly ftr-dng ! 
Flaming; fanfcy ! Cool reflexion I 
Fierce defere ! arid avr'd fiibgfedtion I 
Akirig hdpe I and fear encreafing ! 
Stniggling^jSaffions, never ceafing ! ^ 
Widiing i . trcnibUng ! foul-adoring F 
Ever bleftj ind itill im|)ldring. 

Let the dull, tkc cold, and tam^f, 
All thofe dear diforders blame j 
^Tell 'em, that, iti bomur^s rice, 
Chii^m^d by fbihe fufch heav'nly face, 
Lovers ikWiy^ foremoji ran ; 
Lovers i fccorid foui to man. 
Bafe is languid, low, and bafej 
tiovc excites a gfenerous chafe : 

1)2 Glorj^! 
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Glory ! Wealth ! Ambition ! Wit ! 
Thoughts, for boundlefs empire, fit 1 
All, at Love's approach are fir'd. 
Bent more ftrong, and never tir'd, 
He, who feels not Love's fweet pain, 
I^ives zteafe-'-hixt lives in vain I 

Little dream you, what is due. 
Angel form ! to Love, and you ! 
'Tis from you^ I jcy poflefs ! 
*Tis hyyoUy my grief grows lefs ! 
Sadly penfive, when alone, 
I the jhades of life bemoan ; 
If fome voke your name impart. 
Care lie& lighten'd, at my b^art ; 
Ev'ry woe difarms its fting^ 
And I look down on Britain^ king ! 

When my fancy brings to view V 
Works, which wealth and pow'r caiiilo ; 
All my fpurr'd excitements Wake, 
AnA fortune charms me, for your fake ! 
Oh ! .I-cry — 'twere i&^irj'^. pofleft ! 
To make her ^reat^ who made me bleji. 



In 
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In the mornings when I rtfe^ 
lithtfun'Jhine ftrikes my eyes. 
All that pleafeSy in his view. 
Is, my hope^ to look on you ! 

.' • • - ' 

When the fable fweep of night 
Drowns diJlinSliony from myjigbtj 
I no inward darknefs find ; 
Touzxt daylight to my mind ! . 

^ All my dreams are lives of joy. 
Which, in wakings I dcftroy ; 
ToUj a Have to cuftom made, 
' Are offormSy and ruks^ afraid : 
But your happier image y firee 
From fantaftic tyranny ; 
Independent, kind, and wife, 
Scorns refiraint^ and knows no ties. 
Oh ! the dear, the racking pain ; 
Who that /!fi^i thus, wou d wake again 1 



D3 ^ SONG. 






QjLliSitVA^ POEMIt 



^ SONG. 

I. 

OH! forbear tQ.bid mc flight hw, 
SpuJ and fenfeSy take hpr part ^ 
Could my death liftAf dielight her, 

Life flipuld /At^, to leave my bearf. 
Strong, though ibft, a lover's chain. 
Charmed witl^ iewf , and pleased ^itlj fain. 

II- 

Tho* thp tender JIame vyere dying^^ 

Love would light it, at her eyes j 
Or, her tuneful v^ice applying, 

Thro' my i'i/r, my7&/^ furprize* 
Deafy I fee the f^te, I ihuh 5 
BHnJy I hear,: l^ ao^ tindpne^ 

^ S N G. 

NO W ponder well, ye hujbanch dear^. 
The fate of wives^ too bright j 
A woeful caufe you have to fear j^ 
Their day will turn to n:^bt. 



At 



r 
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Ax firilall gay^ and rais'd with^ey. 

They charm the poor man's heart % 
^^With fmiling eyes^ they fport, and toy. 
And gild the nuptial dart. 

But ah ! too foon, they quench their ^r^ j 
(Alas ! good hearer, weep !) 
Th^n gape, and ftretch, and yawn, and tire, 
And bum their fouk to fleep ! 



On the March of the Ruffian Auxiliaries, 
in 1748. » 

LONG look'd^Jor cQtnes at laji. — Th' un- 
freezing pole 
Beaks her bald eagle ^ and awakes to foul I 
O'er tracklefs wilds, with fnow-furmounting feet, 
Roads to bought blows, the furry veieransbeat j 
But arm'd iovjlipend^ not allied^ but paid^ 
The moving market^ fells its martial aid. ^ 
Somodern prudence^ waging war by tak^ 
O'er fenfc oipraife bids fcnfe oi price prevail ; 
Nor fame, nor faith, nor vengeance, vnovtfupplyf^ 
For glovions fuh^dy we live, and die. 

D 4 Briks 



4Q Or r G i n.a x Poem s. 

jBr/^^i battling bribes ^ embroil each bleeding coaftj^ 
And he, v^hoiuy§^i%^ valour, triumphs moft. 
O ! foul of Peter ! flow fuftain thy faj?ie ; 
No venal niufter nfcck'd thy dreaded name ; , 
From death's dark hall, to days dimm'd profpedl 

rife, ^ • 

O er thy chang'd country roll thy guardian eyes, 
Roun^ HlpLtJlow. legions^ gleam thy aweful Jhade^ 
With Danizic's bloody bannersi high difplay'd : 
. March 'em to meet French Jire^ there, quench*4 

before^ 
. And tr^ad it out^ in bloody to blaze no more}.. 



Hint from fome old F^erfeSy en a Stc^S^ 
in Stepiey Church- wall. 



■^WO thoufand years, e'er Stepney had a 
name, 

In Carthage walls, I fhar^ the punic fame ; 
There>to the ftrongeft, added ftrength I lent. 
And proudly propped the world's beft ornament. 
Now, to cold Britain^ a torn tranfport, thrown j 
I^w^ a church-yard ///<?, unmark'd, unknown : 

Stain'di 
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Stain'd, and half funk in dirt, my fculpture lies, 
And moulders, like the graves, which round me 

rife. 
Oh ! think, blind mortals ! what frail duft, you 

claim, 
And laugh at wealth, wit, beauty,, pow'r^ and 

fame ! 
Short praife, can fleeting ^opes, like yours, fupply, 
Since time^, and tongues, and tow'rs, and em- 
pires die! 



On Cx-ioV Birth'day. 

O'ER the blue violet, while the amorous 
wind 
Bends, and perfumes his wings, to fan this day; 
Why has pale ficknefs wintered o'er my mind> 
And, with chill (igues, checked the warmth 
of May ? 

Is it not Clio's birth-day ? — Toil of thought ! 

Height, beyond all, that e cr ambition trod. 
Sum of rcfin'd dcfire ! by angels taught. 

To look,: and think, and aft, a female god \ 



Oh! 
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Oh ! my rzpt foul^ fits trcinblUig in my eyes. 
Starting, impatient, at her powerful name : 

Dearer, than /i/e, to that fweet found it flies, 
And bealtb rides rofy, on the Xivmg flame. 

Wak*d into fudden ftrength, I blaze again, 
Love^ the reftorer, drefs'd in G&Vs fmile. 

Triumphed o'er nature^ gave delight to pain^ 
Sweetened affliSiidriy and could death beguile, 

Mzyjoys un-number'd, as the chzxvatv^fweeU^ 
Blefs this revolving day's eternal round ; 

Till the proud noorJd its dd^n^ with vziptatt greets^ 
Confcious of i&^r^, who made it firft renown'd. 

Long— let 'cm fay— long, e*rc our father's days. 
Three thoufand y6ars ago, on this fweet day. 

That Clioy whoni contending nations praife, 
lEmbloomy, by heir fweet hirth, the firft of 
May. 

Britaifty illuftrious by the ilarry lofy 

Far, in the nartby diftinguifti'd ifland, lies. 

Now known by later names— oh, envy'd fpot \ 
Why did ihe not in our warm climates rife ? 

Sure, 
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gur^ flhe Ivas heav'nly grac'd ! for, to this bouf , 

After fuch length of ag^s roird away ! 
panje of her charms^ augments her fex's pow'r, 
. And her thought*^ li^ftre gives oiir 'voits ihtiif 
fway, 



1 \ - ' I 'l 



V^o a l^ady^ defiring her Letters might 
not be efcpofed. 

NO ! thou baft foul, that e'er this body 
knew, 
Unhappy I may be, but not untrue I 
Bleft, or unbleft, my love can ne'er decay^ 
Nor could I, where I could not love, betray. 
Cold, and unjuft, the fhocking caution kills. 
And, in one meaning, fpots me o'er with ills. 
Silent, as facred lampSy in bury'd nrnSy 
The confcious flame of lovers inward burns : 
Life fhould be torn, and racks be ftretch'd in vain. 
And vary'd tortures tire their fruitlefs pain, 
EVc but a thought of mine fliou'd do thee wrongs 
Or fpread thy beauties on the public tongue. 

Yet, 
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Yet, thou can'jd'fear me — oh I be loft the 
jhame^ ' - ^ 

, Nor heap dijhonour on my future name ! 
Have I been never Ico'd? ~ yet, cruel, tell. 
Whom I betray 'd to tbee^ tho' lov'd fo well ? 

' Take thy fweet mi/chiefs back, their charms erafe. 
Oh ! leave me poor^ but never think me bafe. 
Not e'en, when death fhall veil thy ftarry eyes. 
Shall thy dear letters^ from my ajhes^ rife ; 
Fix*d to my hearty the grave fhall give 'em room 
To charm my wakihg7&«/, in wojrlds to come. 
While in my verfe, with far more faint ejay^ 
Thy wonders^ I to after tin^s convey i - 
Tell t\^y2S)i.heav'n of fweet Sy and fing tidy name^ 
'Till fir'd by thee^ whole kingdoms catch thy Jlame. 



Epitaphy on Sir Isaac Newton. 

MORE than his Name v/crclefs. — 'Twou'd 
feem, to fear. 
He, who increased Heaven's fame, could want 
. it here. 

Yet, 
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Yet, when the Suns, he ligbtidupy fhall fade. 
And all the Worlds, befount/^zre firft decay d • 
Then, poidy and wajicy Eternity (hall lie, 
AndTiMEi and Newton VNamEj together die'. 



To Mr. Dyer ; on h's attempting Clio j 
PiSiure. 

SO U L of your honoured art ! what man 
" can ^6j - - - • 

In copying nature^ niay'be reached hy you : 
Your peopling pencil a new world czn give, ^ 
And, like Deucalion^ teach ihcjiones to live. ^ f 
From your creating hand, zwar may flow ; 
And your warm flrokes, with breathing adtion, 

glow: 
But, from that angel forwy to catch the grace^ 
And kindle lipyour ivory ^ with htrjace. 
All, unconfum'd, to fnat;ch the living Jire^ 
And limn th' ideas^ which thofe eyes inipire ; 
Strong, to your burning circle, to confine 
That awe-mix'dfweetnefsy and that air divine ; 
That fparfcling fouly which lightens y^frora within ! 
And breaks, in unfpoke meanings^ xi^xo hfit Jkin. 
. ^ This 
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TitX if you can ~ hard taifk 1 and yet liiipf^trt'^il 1 
Then, fhall yon he adorn* J^ z$ now ielav'J^ 
Then, fhall your high-afpiring eokurs^nd 
The art, to |)i<a:urc thought^ and pdnt the w/Wi 
Thcn> (hall you give air shape, impvMotifpace^ 
And nlount ^t painter to the maker's place; 



Whitehall Stairs* 

FROM Wiiteball Stair Sy whence oft, vifjt^ 
diftant vievvJ, 
IVe gaz'd whole moon^Jhine hours, on hours awayi 
Bleft but to fee thofe roofs ^ which covered ^w,^ 
And watch'd beneath wh^tfiar^ you Ileepin^, lay^ 

Launched on the fmiling Jlream^ which felt 
my bopey 
And danc'd, and quiver'd, round my gliding boati 
I came, this day, to give my tongue free fcope^ 
And vent the pajfion^ which my looks denote. 

To tell my dear, my foul-difturbimg mufe, 
(But th«*s a name^ can fpeak but half her charms) 
How my full heart does my pen* s aid reftife. 
And bids my voice defcribe my fouFs alarms* 



To tell what tr an/ports your laft letter gave, 
^hzt heavens were opened, in your foft complaint. 
To tell ! —what pride I take, to be your /lave^ 
And how triumphant love difdains reftraint. . 

ByT, when I naife'd you, and took i^oat again^ 
The fympathetk: J2^ condoFd my woe j . . 
Drew m his kabtSj to moorn my pity'd pairf^ 
And bid the fhadow'd/r^j^ benighted Aqw.^ 

SuDi>EN, tbc weeping^Vj uniluic^d thpirj^r^. 
And torrents of big tears unceafing fhed j 
Sad, I drove downward, to a flooded /bore, / . ' 
And, difappointed, hung my dripping be^. 

Lanoeb, at length, I fabk cofee drink. 
And, ill furrounded, by a noijy tribt^ 
Scornful of what they do, or fay, or think, 
I, rapt in your dear beav% my Itfs defcribe^ 



?v- 
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To the fame. 

YES ^- now 'tis time to die^^-defpaircovatixxii 
Who keeps the body^ when thcjbul is gone? 
She^/i~fair //^^/, that fhcw'd me all my }oy. 
And, like the fun's] her abfence muft dejiroy. 
She, who once wept vay fancy d lofs of breathi 
iVflw, crimelefs murd-rer ! gives me real deaths . 

Yet, have a care, touched hearty nor figh one 
^ .jthoughty 
That.ftains fuch goodnefs with a purposed fault * 
Soft, as her tears^ her gentle meanings move > . 
HeryS^/fheds pweetnefs^ tho* her /9(?it is /w^. 
Her voice is nrnfick^ tun'd to beav'h'i low note ;'^ 
Her /e?«^/& bids tranfport^ thro' each.art'ry, float; 
Her ftep is dignity^ hy pity checkt ; 
At once, fhe fans defirCj and plants refpe^, 
Unconfcious of her charms^ (he dreams of none ^ 
And doubling other* s praifes, (huns her own. 
Modeft, in pow^r^ as kneeling angels pray, 
Noifelefs, ^night's foft fhade, tho' bright, as day^ 

Wife, 
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Wife^ uhaflumingly \ fercnely deep^ 
Eafy as air^ and innocent, zsjleep : 
Blooming, like befuty^ wlien adorn 'd iotjih^ 
Yet, like tKe bud^ iinblowri, all blujb within. 

Oi 'tis umpoffible, tso quit: fuch blifty^^ 
Yet live, fuperi^f t9 a lofsjjiki^.this I- • 
Whctip wilLIhi^V O^xti hpr tho^and conquefts 

make ? 
On what new^ clwiate wrA.hotJun^Jhin^ hiSk ? 
Where willrfhciicKtj., (fweftfc/ij/icr. of. ^ care I) 
Teach our charmW^x, to.li^Qp^i tQ^wifli^ 10 Jiare ? 
Tar frrHn^hd?:frwitlejfe^ai^/^^>f^aichful ^;r^. 
What may flie bear / what anfwer ! oh ! I'll ^/>* 
Blefs'4 hy\wr fight -* titde's. race Were on? fhort 

.'ftagfer-\ ■' : ^^ : •' 1 
She gone^T one widow'd /«(?;9%?«/ were an is^'^^ 
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; ^ s o K'a ; 

CLIO! fmiling, foul-invader ! 
Soft amufcr of mfifays. 
Be my filent ^ajjion'i aider, - 
. Teach my tcmgucy to fpeak thy prtaSJil 

' Thou/like i^j!Wx,IfcarrU all over, , ./ ; 
Wantmg roomj^to fu^fer hkure; .. . / 
PiFd with /rif//^, canft hcftr no lover . t 
' Tell th%e ctoght, tiiitbld Heforc-' 

^'^r4itk, with iftoef^ft i5^»«^jr^ c ^ -' : 

Rightly praifing fift^^, muft; iSty, 
Mdre than Ya^hdd ^^er indented. 

When flie wideft went aftray. t 



^r/i 



*r..i 
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Writ on aMlanklLeaf. cfan (Afcem Poeni. 
'nr^HE faered nine, firil,ipread, their gblden 

In i^v^Q pi vi^tue^ herqesi ind^of l^ngs : 
Cbaji were their :^.7iaj^x,., ^d ^^^f!}? . *P^^ £4.^i^g^*^i • 
To ioh^TKmture^^^^^ ^ ,. , , 

Loofely the moderns //'y^, and loo^^ 
And w^(? their mufe, as MiSTRESs/for delight i 
Thick, in their l^ys^ gbftenitie^ abolindi , , , 
As weeds^^^f^rm^^fjcntepufy ii^the rankeft ground i 
All, who Write :fffr/e^ tptaiqt a.^uiltlefs b^art^ 
Are Yile prqffjners of th e faered i?r/. ^ 
Cloyed, the lick reader from the work retires, 
And, e're the writer dies, Uis Jfame expires. 



WHERE, in this land, /^^/«/rtf ^^*d) 
Shall Indian virtues reft ? 
Who Will be^ ^^rf, the ftranger's ^w/V/i?, 
And )ead her to be bleft ? 

B 2 Seski 
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Seek, faid the whifp'ring mufe, fome fair, 

" Of JEnglanJ's hcsLXxLtdm/Kiice.: :^ \, , 
Who does, herfelf, thofe virtues fliare. 

Which moA\Alzir'a grace. * ' f 

One, . who has *ta/iey as nobly ftrong, ' ' - 
And cfarmSj as tofily'Jweet ; 

Will guard her fifier foul from wrongs 
While graces, graces meet; 



I took' the miife's kind J^*/Vl?, 

Look'd round the y^/> and ^r/^^/. 

Arid found 'Alzira^ in a tricfe, ' ^ 
Was matclilefs ^T-^-— /'s right. 



7^ ^ Lady^ who put herfelf into a bad 
wayy by taking Spirit of Nitre, by 
Spoon-fullsy infteadsforfew Drops. 

OH, beware, of ^Arr^ — 'tis ^n error in life, 
Into which one woujd . wonder^" ^ wt 
fhould be flipping ; 
What a fchifm, in an orthodox clergyman's ivifey 
When we talk Q^baptizingy to think we mean 

dipping / 

Were 
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Were your lon^e but as much over-dos*d, as '- 
. .your drops^ 
Ydu would leave Mr. Forjler no lip-room, for 
,prayrs\ 
And complaint, from his/^rj/^, wou'd come, 
thick as hops^ 
'Gainft engrofling a breathy in which others 
have fhares. 

Both the fexes . affert, and the whole world 
agrees, - 

That too much of what's good^ is fcarce bet- 
ter than ///, 
Tho' the Udies have powV, to decree what they 
. ple^e. 
And have got an exceptim put in for ^adrille. 

He, who likes what you fay, by yonx fprightli- 
nefs^ warm'd, 
Shou'd you ffiH, wijhoujt Ji^ifsg, run on, to 
fay more, 

Wou'd b^ vex'd, to perceive hinifelf more and 

ctiortcharnfdy \ ' •^ * ' : 
' ■ * « • • » •. ^ ^ 

E're allow'd to declare^ how "you charni'd 

him before. 

E 3 ' • There's 



[ 54- ^ Original Poems. 



There's a medium, in all things, a$ .wKcri Mrs, 
Raikes' 
Has, for /"^w /&(7«rj: together, her CVwV alartn'd j 
fru4ence, parting 'em, timely, for' Bptii tn^ir 
„.. • dear fakes, . 

Keeps -em free from the dd^gerofhtmg un-r . 
charm'd. 

So, a few drops of Nitrey diipos'd to afccnd. 
Had arriv'4 at your beady nor, been taken, in 
vain } . , ' 

But the m^^bt of fo many — r only ferv'd a 
, wrong endy 
And, miftaking .the place , double-pointid t|j© 
pain. \ 

mmmmmumi m\\ i mitiammmmmmmmmmmmimmmmmemmmammmmma^mmmmmmmimmmmmmmmammt^m^mtmmmmmmmmmimim 
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, I.- •-'■- 

OCelia ! be wary, when Celadon CntSy 
, . Thefe nipits are the ^ane of your cnarms : 
Beauty play'd againft reajony will ceftai'niy loie. 
Warring, naked, with robbers, m arms. 

Yqung 
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^11- ' .V ' 

^PgJJft -P^^wfe. dp^s'd, foF hisj>lmfiwfs of parts. 
Has wor/i&, that a woman fhoul4 prize j 

I^c'Jl.run the,»cfe w/, thoMje heavily /^r/i. 
And diftanee tjbe fhort-winded ^^. 

HI. 

Theya^/is a faint, in the temple of Love, 
And kneels all his life, ther^, to pray ; - .. 

The wit but looks iriy and makes hafte;, tQ remgve^ 
*Ti$ a ftage, he but takes, in his Way. 



The Reconciliation. 

SIC K of a worthlefs worlds and courting refty 
My fullepy&?^/j with penfiye weighty oppreft ; 
Difturb'd, ana mournful, fduglit the filent fhade. 
And fed refieSiioriy in the breezy glade. 
Stretcli'd on the graJJ^ margent o:^ a brook^ 
Whofe muvrri ring fellow/bip my mind partook ; 
Aftively idle, I, repining, lay, 
Gaz'don the floods and figh'd xh^ fir earn away. 

E 4 Who 
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p Who knows, I cry'd, what courfe thou haft 

to pafs, 
SvfttX, Jlreanty that iiow creepft foftly through 

this gfifs?^ 
How wilt thou flow ! —Anon, perhaps,' Aid hence. 
Thy deepening channel fills fome fiaoated fence. 
Hems in iovnQ far m^ where homely ru/iicks meet. 
And their fweet bread, prize of hard labour, eat. 
Thence, liiro' fomc A?r</*j»delightful: garden, lcd> ' 
Thou niay'fl; thy vegetative inftu^nce fprcad ; 
WhereV^as thro' fragrant ^^/.thy purling^ flidej^^ 
The grateful ^5«?Vi.fhali kifs *em; as tbjsy gli^e : 
There, charm'd, and ling'ring, thou may'ft wifh 

toftiy, 
And, hoarfely murm'ring, roll, difpleas'd, away* 

BuT^ while^ with carelefs pace, thpu journfy'ft 
; ..^Qw, 
Oft halting, to look back, at this fair^Zi^ 
Some precipcCy that, in clofe ambujh^ lies, 
Thy virgin current fhall, at once, furpri^e, * 

Crofs whofc hro2Ldi Jkoulders thrown^ and tum- 
bling o'er, 
■ Thy frighted ftream fhall rufh, with unavailing 

roar. 

Next, 
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Next, may thy filver current's brightnefs die. 
And pauddily^ f6me ftagnatc^^ fupply ; 
Whei:c fhad6w*d r^^^i,i in thy flow, ftreain, fhall 

fhake, ... : \. 

And floods fly, tre^nbling, from the gloom,. they 

make: 
FrigHted, and gbd to Tcap^ this horrid place. 
Thou may'fl: wind fliort, and new-dired^thy -race, 
ThroHgh verdant mads^ o'erjpy'd may*ft, dan- 

'Till cattle fip thy whirlpools, as they flow : 
Thence, for protisdlion of thy ruiHed charms,: 
Thou in^y'ft ruih fwift, to fpme great lover's armi% 
Sipme. finitely jf?rf^i», by keely court(hip prcfl:. 
And mark'd, with ijoe^lth'i proud furrows, on his 

breaft ; 
Grave Thames may, next, receive thy mix'd em- 

bracCj^ 
And fam*d Augufta fee thy fully 'd face ; 
From her wafli'd foot, thy fcatter'd flgod may 

ftray. 
And, to the fwallowing oceariy roll away : 
There, wafted ftream ! in wind-driv'n billows 

toft. 
Thy oft-chang'd heing Ihall be wholly M. 

So, 
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So, gende brook^l Cry'd^ docs Euman tife^ ' 
'Midft cndlefs chaiiges,- and in iendtefs /irife. 
Glide, with impatience, thro* unknown £wnts^ 
'Tiil ndturesJks'Ttpofc^ ^nd death Confcnts.^ 

Why then is fech a/r/if fo mu^ defir'd.? 
By what purfuits, is vain ambition fir'd? 
Ftieniijhip is lo&y.oneartbr, love goesaftray; . 
And ;^f ;?, like ^t'^j, each on the oth^r prey : 
Ev'n xhcfoftfex their downy bof$ms hide, 
With inward artifice, or outward /r/^/^. 
Beatitfs {^oiX*AJhafts no more thej^/can i&if, 
Duff d, by grofs Jvlly, or mifguiiied W/, « 
Nothing is, now, wotth wifhing for, on earthy 
And ^/(?^/i6 is grown a much lefs woe, than ^/r/A, 

While thus I mourn' d--hzck rolled th* afto- 
nifhM ^r^(?i^. 
The trees bow'd down, the earthy beneath me, 

fhook! 
All hedvn defcended to the glowing ground. 
And radiant terror, dazzling, flione around : 
Blind, with the ftrong refulgence, fix'd, I lay, 
Fury'd, in brightnefsy and o'erwhelm'd, with^%. 

Liftcn, 



LiftStt- a Ibtlildt^olt^ otA-^-impiLttetit youth -1 •■ 
Liften, and mark t"he^^(«V*«'<!^'fafer«d ■//**<&*:.' ' 
Rou4*d, zt'i^n'-tmie,- FWoiiM^have blds'4i my. ' 

But ftrOVeliA ^^'y t&pm^i^<i tidfi- o£?igi!}i j. 
Still, as li^h'dmy^epSi tii^t 'biAkitmhfr-tfi.: 
And wzt'ry^gu^^itigt "^pft'^k^iTiihdlfJir^ :':• 
The unfefefl»/**a^OT'^>^c6,'Mdett, andlldudj. 
Stardle^ dJ^-'^^i d». tbuis^ cmd* a cibW'-j • . • 
Biit fdfl?hiHg'M<»eand{m<»aq; grcwrfwadt^aBd 

- r^'ictfidi''-.' ; - .■ • • ■ - •" 

Aiwii dy'd aPfr^, Ijltd wif/fe^^f in the wiirJ^ .«. ■ 
I come, continues fhe, to bring thee peace. 
To bid ^f^fiimci, in ft-iendfliqjr ceafe j 
Agam^ tOi r^CSh^ite this* «() «to»hWy 
New»li*^iR^thff W^/^/if asia^^n «««/}. 

To guide ihip^aifd'iing didbe» no £nd tliat joy, 
Diflruft of iiif^idi, dftes tby fad faoitrs employ : 
There li^fc i'^c^armn-y Athomr/ dirihely fir'd. 
E'en het iiiioiifi^s 'uirtiCeslalSNe. infpir'd ; . 
Where tdl tfeaj's »i*«^, juni^BS with dl . th»t'^ilw<^* 
And, in whofe breajiy engrofs'd perfeBions meet Jk 
Her /«;W no confcious pride of merit ftains j 
O'fer her vfidefoulf unfuUy'd reafon reigns : 

Blind 
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Blind to her worthy -flie&cls not hcF own fam^ 
Enriches /w^nV, yet defpifesj^^fi 
Her unafFeifled chirmf^ what words c^ paint? 
She looks an angely and flic fpeaks z faint f 
While iparklingiftfy^^, wantons in hcreyie^ 
In her, wife /(?«/, the laughing Cufids die. 
A thoufand graces round her fer/oa play, 
And all the /»r^« mark hcv fancy's way : . 
To hear her ;/^Wif , the foul, with rapture fills. 
Her lodks alarm — but, when flic writes, fl>e iills^ 
Rife, then, and meet her, as flie this way flxays. 
And thy own wonder i(hall cmt-fpeak my fraife, 

. The goddefs^ vanifli'd to her native ^w. 
And the recovered fliade unharr'd my eyes ^ _ 
I look'd, and lo ! within the honour'd woody 
Lovely Geora, hid, in bay- leaves, ftood i 
Cleora ^^hut her wonders to reveal, ; 
Were to deforibe, what I can only fed I \ 
Now, reconcird to the fliun*d worldy TU live : 
Mer friendfliip-*- joys, w:orth living for, can give* 



. ) 
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On the Birth-day of Mifs 



CARE, be baniflfd far awayl- 
^J^; be *^ne,''aJ)proach not here : 
Mirtbj znd jcyy demand this day, 
Happieft day of all the year ! ' 

"■ m ^^ 

Summers, three times fev'n have.ihonc. 
All out-fhin'd, by DV/z^Veyes : :\ 

Winters^ three times fev'a, are gone, , , , 
All vf\io(tfnowSj her breaft fupplies ! 

Dance we, then, the chearful round; ' 
Mufick might have ftay'd away \ 

She but fpeaking, organs found : 

She but fmiling, dngels play. ^ ^ 

IV. 

Trs her birth-^day — let it blaze l:^ 
Born to charm, and form'd for blip : 

Live ihe lov^d, a world of days, — -^ 
Ev'ry day, as blcfs'd, as this,. 
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V. 

" TfT hjcr>beautyv— »«?# increllfe- J - - 
Too, too ftfong, already, there ! 
. .Bwjtj let Mrn'«ra»gin^t htsf^fia^,, 

-, ., :Tii^.,ihe:s6i5^,^fh(KTpy4ar/ 

Tie G.L O V E. 



::i^:^LJ-u 



TELL jpae,^fweet >7(?w/^ 'what name tha 
charmer bears, 
Whdfe downy hand thy fnowy covering wears ? 

'Tis a dear namCf^lfam forbid to tell, 
But thefe diftuiguifh'd mar^s may^pjaintr^ier well: 
She's gently o^ejfMh* yrionipglyj^eT^, 
Charms ywhcn^fi^pjp.f/^is^ yctX/i^^fr}py^h to bear i 
' Wife, as a.^(^</.i as fkncy'd ^p^^>;./ajr ; 
Lovely, as //^i6/, and foft, as upper air. 

Enough, :£we4t glove I ,by 'this; plain piSlure^ 

i^\:. "^taught, : ;ri : 

H r-'E, >I>fihd, i$ |he dpiir^i|/»f, I fought. 

'- - '^ . . . : ;-" Ronald 



Ronald and 3Dor»a j by a Highlander, 
io hir Miflrefs. From a IHeralTrik- 
JlatiM if theOrvghtaL 

t 

COME, let us climb Skorr-urran's fnowy 
topi 
Coldi as it feems, it is lefscold, xhzviyou: 
Thinj tJhiro* its Jhtm^ thefe hm^s its beatiHtwigs 

Your fnow, more hoftile, ftarvcs, and freezes, 
too. 

11. 

What, tho' I lov'd, of late, in Skefi'MtiJle ! 

And blti(li*d— and bow'd -* and' fhrunk from 
ICenz a"^ eye ! 
AW ^Jhe had power to hurt with, ^^ihtfphile j 

But 'tis z frown of yours, for which I die. 

HI. ^ > . 

AsK| why thefe A^n/i, beneath U5, rufh^ fiy faft, 

Onthehrown^j'-w/rr^VflTanded heapsytaltted? 
Jf' inter ^Xik^yeii^ Withnholds their wifK-drtf/<?/?, 
And, robb'd of genial grafs^ they brouze on 
ijoeed. Mark, 
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MauK) i«ritli whatxuneful hafteSH^tEii^A flowSi 
To mix its widlning.ilreanT> iti^jD/?««dr^'6lake I 

Yet, fhould fome dam the current's courfe oppofe. 
It muft, per-force, 'a lefs-lov'd pafjage take. 

Born, like ybiir b6dy\ tot a^/nr/claifii, 
'^Trembling, I wait,'unfourd, *till ^ou inlpife t 
God.has prepar'd the lampy and bids it^^/»^, 
^ut you, fdavDornd, have 'with-held'thft ^r^* 

.yi. 

HiGHj.as-yon/^/W, when you h^gjin Xo /peaky 
_My lightening heart leaps, hopeful, at the founds 
But, fainting at the fenfe^ falls, void, and weak. 
And finks, and faddens, like yon. m(^y ground* 

■ • '' '' '" '' ^'^' vir/ ^^^"'^ ■■ - ^ 

All that I tafte, or touch, or fee, or hear j 

'J^tfu-t's ^h^e breadth xemm^iine butof/ea / 
Ev'tibe^n itfelfvioxAAyont CwccUiieneJs wtzt^ 
. If, with its pow'r^ you had its mercy ^ too* 

- ' Writ 



J 
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WiHi m a blank Leaf of M^^o^t ; fent 
to Mtk GARkiCK*, hy the Author. 

To ibe n^eir^qimWd jMor bf Eumenes. 

INTO; ywr hands, a ^uftib destA likenefs take^ 
Whofe forlii you giiicien% and whofefovjl 
you fnahi, / '■ 

Mine Was d painied firfe — your piercing tays 
Lent lighfningi and effulg*d it into ^7^2;^. 
Novr^ on a fhelf, fonie filent nook impart 
To him, you've loudly Ibdg'd on ev*ry heart\ 



1 f 1 G R A M. 

IN Hhtient times, whefi bmmr bofd the bell, - 
Aftd people blufh'd not^ at th^ir doiiig well j 
Where, crulh'd, beneath triumphant envy's 

, weight, 
The h&ndofvaldur wore iSie cHdin of ftate ; 
Thete did the daring mufe devote her rhymes/ 
And grateful verfe condemned ungrateful crimes* 
Vol- III. F But, 
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But, in our more improv'd, and bartVipg days. 
There's a price currant ftampt on poet's praifc ; 
The workman ftrikes but as his labour's paid. 
And heroes rife and 'fall, like Jlocks in trade. 



AbftraSi from Pfklm cxiV; ^ ^ k 

WHEN, from proud Egypt's hard and 
cruel hand, . 
High-furiimon'd I/rael {jonght the promised land. 
The opening fea divided, at her cail. 
And refluent y<:?r^/4«. rofo, xwafrywall! : 
Light, as met lambsy the ftarting bills leapt wide. 
And the flow mountains roll'd themfelves afide ! 
Why, O xhoxxfea ! did thy vafl: depth divide? 
And why, OJordfin ! flod, thy back!ning tide f 
Why leapt your lines, ye frighted Billsy afl:ray ? 
Ar^d what, Qmbm^aim ! rent-ydur- footi aW^ ?j 
Hyk ! I willi ; tcU — - proud leartb confe&ldt her 

And mark'd his wond'rousy^d?/.^?^^, as he trod. 
Whjlc bent to blefr, Me chc^'d bis thirfty^i-i. 
And, into floods) -of liquid kngth, diflblvd' ti>c 
looftning rock. 



daieiNAt ^oEiv|§3 tf 



1. 

Eafy, negligent, and gay. 
With the fair J in am'rous vein. 

Lively^ as the fmilirig day^ 
Talk'd, and toy^dj the hours away* 

It. 

TuMEtUL, o*ef BeliHda*s chalf^ 
Finely cag*d, a Linnet hung j 

Breath'd its little ib^l in iiir, . i^ j 

Fluttering round its manfion fprung j 
And its cartas fwfcetly fung. 

IIL , 

WiNClNC, from the fair dne*s eye^ 
On her feather 'd^ftf-y^fi to gaze j 

Meant, cry'd Pe>/*, to wing the ^y^ 
Yet, a captiw, all thy day^ 
How doft thou this muficA raife 1 



h 
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IV. 
Since, zprifoner^ thou c^n' fifing^ 

Sportive, airy, wanton, here^ 
Hadft thou liberty oi wing^ 

How thy melody, livould cbear I 
How tr an/port the lift'ning ear ! 

V. 

No, reply'd the warbling fong. 

Rais'd -r- articulate, and clear I 

NoWy to wifh mcfree^ were wrong ; 
Loftier^ in my nsXivQ/pherCj 
But, vnxh fenver Jriends^ than here. 

VI. 

Tho* with grief, my fate you fee, 

^ Mdhy ^poefs is^^ the fame; 
-Aw'd, feci uded, and unfree, 
Humble avarice of fame. 
Keeps 'em fetter'd, own^dy and tame. 

^,v ,> •. ; mj|- ^ • . " 

To our fe^ders^ they, and I, 

Lend oulr lives , \n narrow iound 3 

Perch'd, wifhin. ^ our owner's; eye, 
r r/T.J: Gay, we hop, the gilded round. 

Changing, neither note, nor ground. 
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VIII, 
For, ihonld freedom break ouf cbain^ 

Tho' the felf-dependenf Right 
Would, to heav*n exalt our Jlrain % 
Yet, unheard^ and eut of fights 
AH ovLTpraife were forfeit, by't. 

To the un-dedared Author of the Poem^ 
cqird Patriotic Love. 

I. 

WHEN Jacob' % mufe re-ftrings the flack- 
^'d lyre^ 
And,fwectlypenfive, founds the meaning ftrain. 
Why does his fruitlefs mod^y^ in vain. 

Conceal his name^ yet, not conceal hi^ jfr^ •• 
^mct fentiments alon^ the foul explain. 
Keep your thoughts hid, or think not you retire. 

II. 
Rare, and foon-mark'd, in this receiving age. 

Strait? to its Jpring^ unvenal verfe is traced j 
Its courfe far fhining, tho* its 6anks defac'd ! 

'Twas needlefs to fubfcribe the fpeaking page, 
Unpenfond eminqnce, and worth mifpladd^ 

Point the dumb aSlor out, to fhame thtfiage. 
F 3 Go 
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III. 

Go on, un-fainting, tread the pathleft way j 
Nobly redeem the p^fs forfeit namt ; 

Guide pow jT to virtue, fan the' patriot Jame : 
Love of your country doubly, thus, d^fphy : 

Since he, by whom the great more greatly aim^ 
In reajon's reck'ning^ is more great^ than tbey^ 

IV, 

O ! would h\xt fortune crown your mufe^s pray V | 
Wou*d lift'ning angels^ to your //2/r(?»V heart. 

Convey your love of each unfriended art, , 

What length of glory would you jointly, fharej 

Jle, to yow genius, pow'r, would foon impart, 
And^w ende^ his pow'r, hy patriot care^ 

A S N G. 
I. 

GEntle Z/W^, this hour befriend me^, 
To my eya, refign thy dart% 
Notes of melting mufick lend me. 
To diflplve d. frozen heart. 

Chill, 



OHIGINAX^ I^«SM9« Jl 

Chill, as mountain T^mr, her bofom! 

Tho* I tender language ufe, 
Tis, by cold tndiffrencey frozen. 

To my arm$^ and to my muji. 

IIL 

See 1 my dying eyes are pleading. 
Where a breaking heart appears : 

For thy pity interceding, 

WiA the eloquence of tears* 

IV. 
While the tamp of life is fading. 

And, beneath thy coldnefs, dies, 
Dea^, my ebbing pulfe invading, 

Take my foul into thy eyes. 



F 4 My 
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My Sours laft Sighs^ to th^ divtna 

L— r^^ I A. 

. . ■ k ■ 

.* 

LE T plaintive tboMgbts^ in niQurnfuL }iuM^^ 
berSy jflow, , 
Frofe is too dull, for love^ too calm for ivoe ! 
Has (he not bid thee quit thy faithful fame ! 
Sell i6^r, and truthy for Equipage, and Name ? 
Nay, (he ha3 bid. thee ^Q t^— Whence this delay ? 
.Whence this fond, fruiflcfs, lingering w^, toftay ? 
Z# ■ a bids thee go -— ihe, who, alone^ 
Makes all /{/^'j, future blejjings^ means thee none I 
Begone, then -^-let thy ftruggling heart obey. 
And in long diftance. figh fad life away. 
Still, ftill, vain, flattering hope uniflcadsi dejire. 
Fed, by faint glimmering {hoots ofghw-^wormfre^ 
What, tho' fhe fweetly writes^ to e^e thy griefs 
Ov points kind comfort ^ by the Jolded leaf: 
Such pity muft thy grateful renfrence move. 
But judge it right r— nor think compaflion, love. 
WJiat tho' each word fj^e marb^ like Spring's 

foft fhow'rs. 
Flows fweet, as new-blown breath of opening 

/hwVsy 

Such 



F 
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Such 6om^'d{ouxid$ fiie need not have /^^V, 1 
Her aum^ more tuneful, thou too oft^haft tr/d: I 
To fpedc, in mujicky evci^ was her claim, ^ - ' 
And all |;row5 b^rmft^^ ]^at bears htriname. . 

Had -ST thou c*er toiichM h*r b^arf^vrltix one 
iohfaifii ■ [ ' 

And, blefe'd, kilo^ingy been? ielov'd again j 
All her cold reafpping 4?«^:had ceas-d to move. 
And her wholcgen-rous^fv^ concciv'dbut kve. - 
She, wbp bcUw^s not, Ioyw not -^- Feel thy fate : ^ 
Friendjhip, from her, pains more than other's hate. 
All the kind paiEons, wanting one^ (he'll own^ 
But, that one wanting^ all the re/i are «?>y^. 
Would love, and^^,difperfe the threatening ^^r/^. 
Let hex ielifve, and trtifi, and break thro* form-. 
Let her conunand ihyjiay, to knowfutcefs, 
Npr fear the godlike attribute, to blefs : . 
Born, to diftinguifh her, from womankind. 
To court her converfe, and to Z^?/^ her mind ; 
Fram'd, for her empire, with her /W^^, fiU'd, 
Charmed by her form, and, in her temper, fkill'd; 
Piercing her timVous heart's moft fecrct thought. 
And knowing, and adoring, each dczr fault. 

How 
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Upvr zrt thodpain'ii ~ to find her fc^Viing mlf^ 
Kfeld^ agamft iw^, by w'ry gtmrd<^Jkilif 
How art thoa^fl«V, to lengths of opc'ning woe^ 
Should flic fed lom ^ jeb, fqar, to ieUthe§Jo ? 

If flie diftrufts thy frutb ~ all i&^^ miift fall. 
Doubting her powV, flic difbclicyes thee all. 
And none, who doubts her hver^ dares to M;^. 
Go, then — ^ to r/iWj, cold, ^ heir ixMnf, remove ; 
A dijiant fate thy gloomy choice jMrcfers, 
Pre/enfy thoii can'ft not life, and not live hers. 

Farewell, kind, cautious, unrefQlving,>Wr / 
To hear thee Uefi'dy will charm zmvAik^ dejpair. 
'Tis deatby to go — 'tis more^ thata death, ^ofiay, 
lUJl will be fooncft reached, the firft dark way. 
Ne'er may ft thou knowa)>^/»/ ftill ebearfulhe. 
Nor check l$/e*s comforts, with one thought of me. 



Pallas'^ 
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Pall AS V Whifper^ in a Dreamy tt pnoq 
Beautiesy at Eltham. 

EXpELXr^D th* affembly! 'twas diifcrcctly done ! 
Could the torch fliine, but where it mifs*d 
the fun? 
Wifely, the old and ugly, fhun compare^ 
}^0T prune their withering barks, againft the fair I 
Tou gone, they glean a cold refpeSl, undue, 
But drop their plundered yZ^^^^y^j, at fight of you. 
So, the fhock'd Indiany confcious of his face^ 
Broke the bright glafs^ to hide his own difgrace. 
Smile, ui>*revengeful, leave their pride forlorn, 
And mix fom^ pity ^ with the public yr(?r». 
Twere hard, to clip the flarver's ftinted fhares. 
No — let the balm of envy ftill be their :s. 
Leave 'em the needful /o'Z£;V,^ to hate their bane^ 
And fhun thofe eyes, by which they wifli, in vain* 
Nature indulg'd n felf -defence to all ; 
For that, ihe gave the dry'd old maidy her galli 
For that, long vipers wind their hifs along, 
And, but for that, th' afjembly mourns your wrong. 

Verfesy 
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Verses, to the unknown Author of the 
Rover Reclaim'd ; written extemporCy 
at the Rehearfal of that Play. 

THE low-brow'd mufe^ that gives matig-^ 
nance birth. 
As oft excites our anger ^ as our mtrtb j 
For genVous hearts would, ufefullyy corred. 
Nor fpare the f auk y but ftill the man refp^a^ 
Touched, by a reverence, to thcjpedes due. 
Fain would they laugh, without Jejpijing, too,, 
Rafli, and by no fuch foft imprcffions, aw'dj^^ 
The fcurrll witling fpreads his joke too broad : 
Straining at humour, lets difcemment fall, 
And laughs at all, by turns, to laugh with alL. 
Not fo, thy guardiany?^^^ — whofe manlier end 
Warring, on guilt -^- would innocence defend: 
From xhefalfe Rover, ftrips his am'rom art. 
That his true form may fright the fair one's hearty 
And refcued heaut'^ be, by one man, dreft. 
In arms oi temper' d proof , againft the reft^ 

The 
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The Loom thus Jinet how hadft thou nrnteo'd 

To thread coarfe laughter y thro* ztbeme^ like this! 
'Twere an affropt to woman's worth ! iotberey 
Not to be grawy were — aot to ht^mere.^ 
Nor;, let the /^^ of fools betray the wife, 
A cheap applaufe, before a jujiy to prize. 
Oft we apprwe^ where, but to fmile we feem ; 
But where we laugh the moft, we leaft efleem. 
This, the deferving purpofe of thy play. 
Compels a ftranger's grateful verfe, to fay, 
Who felt the pleafure, tboufands foon will feel, 
And judged it meariy that pleafure to conceaL 



Ho ikfr. James Thompson^ on his 
ajking my Advice^ to what Patron 
he Jhould addrefs his Poem, called 
Winter. 

SOME Btlts have noble Ikill to judgCy 'tis 
true. 
Yet, no poor profpedt bounds the mufe's view : 
Firm, in your native ftrength, thus greatly fliown, 
.Slight fuch delufive propSyZnd ftand alp»e : . 

Fruidefs 
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?fiikkAde^6iid4iic*, oft hai proV'd, to6 ktej 
That greatnefs dwells not, always, Vrith the 

Pifttkit 4r6 NArukfe' fif(?^^^i hcJf thi 8t ATK'sfj 

And ^VV a title, no bnAdfialr creates : 

E'en KlNfeSi from whofo high fource, all h^ 

nourS flow, 
ArejWft^, iHp$w*ri whehthey Wotlldyp«/ibeftoW. 
He, who ftfecypi/^r, beft^th kpdtrbtfi fliade. 
Shines, lik6 the ;/t^;5f, but by 4 botr&U)'d lid : 
Tr///MhoUl4 uftbiifs'd, ffee, and bpeh, fteer, ' 
Strong, a§ hean^'ni heat, atid, as iW bf ightiief*s, 

clear ! 
Heedlefs oi fortune^ then, look down, on fiate^ 
Balanc'd, within, by mertfs confcious weight : 
Divinely proud, of independent W//, 
Prince of^your wiflies, live, a fov'reign, ftill ; 
Oh ! fwell notj then, the bcfims of the W/7, 
With falfc conceit^ you their proteSiion gain. 
Poets^ like you, their own proteSlon ftand, 
Piac'd, db^e aid, from pride's inferior hand. 
l^ime^ that devours a lord^s un-lafting name^ 
Shall lend her foundlefs depths to float joMrfdini: 
Oii -Wr/^j likejj^(?»rj, no fmiks, froto^cV clcpe<S, 
Borri, With a 'mrt^^ that doom'd you to negk^- 

Yet, 



Yet, would your wit be prais'd — reflet no morc^ 
Let the finooth veil oiflatfrjyfilk you o'er : 
Aptly attached, the cpurfl foft c^tO^te ley ; 
Learn your pen's duty, from your patron's eye. 
Duftile of foul, each pliant purpofe wind, 
Audi following tftfrej cfefe, !6&ve yottk behind : 
Then, fhall your name A^ikcl loud, the ^ufilic 

eapf ' '-• •- '■ •'• ''-' -'^ — ■ " . •'•■ ^ 
Foty Af^]^^g6od forttitifei th^fii^i Jetf itilnes 

.cltear. . ' ^ 

But, in d^ei^nce of oiif tatffii^-'- iQ^imrm^ 
And fancfs force, with^W^;^^;?/^^^ eatifcft)n, arm, 
Diftu Av withbufy thought^ fo loiriJ ah s^. 
And plant ftrong mekHinp^^ct the peaceful ^^zg-^. 
Impregnate found, with fenfe^ teach nature ^r/. 
And warm ev*n winter^ 'till it ^^j'ze^j the heart : 
How Qould you, thus, yow country's rules tranf- 

grefs. 
Yet, think' of patrons^ and prefume fuccefi t 



A SONG, 
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TID0I DdLlL. 

WHAT a noife m pit| bc»ts/an4 gairried^ 
/; and alU \: v 

Have you lately heard made, at3dilt<>ne TiiUi-doL 
Tiddi-dvl^ honeil creature ! tooknone of thjefe a(r% 
'Till the wars of King Pantomime f^^xi^^ his 

afiairSy 
From a baker oi gingerbreadi (God blefs the 
trade!:) •••.•: • h: :. 

Now the. mark of the mife^ by our ihalice's aid. 
For the great and the fmall 
Cry i^- alii, 
riddUoll^^^T'iddi^olly 
'Tis liddi-doh Tiddi^doa, dtL 

II. 

All the joke of it rofe, from his f>lume, ^n^Jine 

COdt^ 

Which but odly agreed with hkfhop^ and his note. 

Tho' he fold me my gingerbread^ yft, I confefs. 

No proportion was hit^ 'twixt his name^ and his 

drefs. But, 
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But, \£A5iors muft all, hy proportion^ be try*dv 
Then, alas, for poor Pijloty and Drury befide ! 
Where they fell none at ally 
Tet bawly 
tiddi-doll — TiddudolU 
Mere^Jbdniy wooden ^ Tiddi^dolls all; 

III. 

When their rope-dancers fwurig, and thek 
tumblers went round, 
To convince . you where w/V, and wife manage-^ 

tnehfs found ; 
When, to quicken a comptifnent^ fagely befiow'd. 
They aiTur'd their kind boxes, 'twas Ti/y?^ Alamo de^ 
When a whole club of beauties, cry'd out for 

goodfenfe^ 
Vet coud'nt drive? gingerbread mdnagement thence. 
Sure — - all 
Was then Tiddi^doll, 

Jye,riddi-doll,Tiddi^doll alL 

IV. 

So, 'till chance fomef cxpremoh, m6v6'fuitable^ 
fend^, 
*T6 defcribe brother Pijloly and all his good friends. 
Yoiv HI.' O Wou d[ 
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Wou'd you {peak of men's heads> th^ ma oyt of 

their way> 
*Till their own farts the fillieft <rfall, they can play; 
Wou d you nzm^^folksj that manage ^Jiage^ with 

fuchjkilly 
That, alike, wit and nor^enfe^ brings griji to their 
milly 

^betty at Drury, go catty 
Jnd behold TiddUott, 

^Tis-^aU, 
tiddUoU, Tiddi^dott, 
'Tis nddUott, Tiddi^M, a& 



A S O N G. 



I. 



VAiNLY, now, ye ftrive to charm me. 
All, ye fweets, of blooming May j 
How can empty fun-fhine warm me. 
While Lotharia keeps away ! 



G# 
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11. 

Go, ye warbling birds ! go, leave me i 
Shade, ye clouds, th^fmiling Jky t 

Sweeter notes ber voice can give me. 
Softer fan-fliiae fills ber eye. 

The Western Paradise. 

THere is, tliere is, a foft, a peaceful fhore ! 
An uh-curs^d EJen^ ftill in nature's ftore ! 
A fpringi whencd un*imbitter'd pleafures flow ! . 
A treafuryy of fev'ry thing, but woe f 
tJn-promis'd Canaan ! which th* Almighty kneW^ 
Too great a hlejjing for th* unthankful "Jew : 
Thence veii'd her beauties ; pre-ordain'd, to grace 
the deftin^d triumphs of a nobler race ! 
On thy fwcctplainsy where all delights are fure^ 
Men can, by turnS, be ev*ty thing, but poor. 
Tixe doubt-freed mijer^ here, fleeps void of care^ 
For, who will plunder that, which all may fharCij 
In other lands, our toil prepares our meat. 
Our only labour, here, is -— take, and eat. 
Such various fhapes does tfenipting pleafure virear^ 
that^ which to chufe hti in, is«all (mi Care. 
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ATTEMPT not, diflemblcr, to move mc, 
'Tis feldom I alter my mind ; 
Nor ever unjuji fhall you prove, me, 

Tho' you happen to think me unkind^ 

But, vainly, alas ! you difcover. 

The graces, apd wit, of your friend ^ 

My fon is too cbnftant a lover. 
To fufFer his paflion to bend. 

Both beauty, and writ, I lay claim Xo^ 

And thofe, to a daughter, can grant % 
• My offspring canboaft of the fame, too» 
'Tis money alone, that we want* 

Then afk no more queftions, good Madam 5 
Put beauty, and wit, in one fcale ; 

In another y a gypfy, from Haddatn^ , 
The laft, if fhe*s ricb^ will prevaiL 
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On a Rakifti Officer, who writ a very filly 
Epilogue, in Affront to all Women, 

WHEN Rakes become reformers, mafque-* 
rade 
Muft be allowed a moft extenfive trade : 
You call the world a ftage — yoa find it fo. 
And well, to play, behind the curtain^ know : 
Mean while, your partners, on the far-fam'd7?r^/V, 
Aft hero's fiUifer parts, and ferve the fiafe : 
Fond of a fafer toil, you change ihtfcene^ 
And, not in fields of wary but ivk^ grow lean :^ 
How bleft yowvfortumy in the kings warm pa^^ 
That lets your mufe her own expence defray ! 
MfnV, like yours, unprofp'rous elfe, might ftrivei 
Shine inward, and be too Vefin'd ,to thrive. 
0, Captain ! you,, who write ^ with fuch ^gractj 
What thanks owes woman to yo\kv,favingface ! : 
Were but your eyes as piercing, as your quills 
Tho' your 7^r^/' J. idle, yet your looks would kill. 
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A Tranjlatiany fromfome Italian Ver/es^ 
of Mr. Milton ; fent tq a Laifyy 
when he was in Florence, 

WH E N, in your language, J, unfkiird^ 
addrefs 
The feeble efforts of a trammel'd mufe^ 
Soft Italy's fair critics round me prefs; 
And n^y miftaking paflion, thus, accufe. 

Wpy, to our tongue's difgrace, does thy bold 
love, 
Strive, in rough founds, foft foftnefs to impart : 
He muft feled: his words, who fpeaks, to tnovey 
And points his meanings, at the hearer's heart. 
Then, laughing, they repeat my languid lays^ 
Nymphs^ of thy native clime, perhaps, they cry, 
for whom thou haft a tongue, rhay feel thy praife, 
But nve muft underftand, eVe we comply. 

• Do tbouy my fouVs- fbft Bbpe/'thtih trijlers awe. 

Tell *em, that it imports not, what I writ, 

Since Aw, from filent looks^ can language draw, 

And.fcqrris the lame impertinence of wit. 

Verf^ . 
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Verfes^ writ fsr^ and fmt to^ a Widow 
Gentlewoman^ on Occajian of her Sons 
Melancholy^ upon their Lojfes^ and 
Difappointments in Life. 

WELCOME, ih ! Wielcome, lifi's laft friend, 
decay ! 
Faint on, nx* Afoul and lapfe, unmourrCdy away;. 
Now, I look back, aftiani'd, at hope's falfe blaze. 
That ihone,delightful, on my happier days j 
In their true colours, now, too late, I fee. 
What youth, and pride, and mirth, and praifc, 

muftbel 
Bring, then, great re/r^r, d^th, thy dark relief, 
And fave me, from vain fenfc of hopelefs grief. 
Shut me for ever from the fuffering fcenc, 
And leave long voids for filent rejl between. 
Thy hand can fnatch me from a weepingy^?//. 
Heir to my woes^ and born to be undone ! 
Place me, where' I, lio more, his wrongs fhall 

hear. 
Nor his told forrows reach my flielter'd ear. 

G 4 Th\ 
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Thus while I mourn* d^ retired, from hated ligb*^ 
Sleep came, and hid affli^ion^ in (he night ^^ 
The nigbty inflxudtive to my bold compidinty 
In a long dreamy did that fad w^zr^^ re-paint, 
Thzt pomp oftearsy which did, for Sheffield, 

flow, 
Who, lately, blackened half our flreets, with w^^. 
There, cry'd a pointingy^r^^A, look! compare \ 
And bluih, fqrgetful, of your light defpair ! 
What has this mother loft, as far dijlrejiy 
Beyond \itvfexy as, late, bejrond 'em, blejl ! 
Son of her foul / her cbildy by n^ind, and birth. 
Bright y by her fires, and guardian of her worth ; 
Tromife of virtues, to the rifing age / 
Yet, ah! how^i^^^isthelov'd/^r^/i^^/ 
Think of her iofs, her weight 'oi woe bemoan. 
And, humbly confcious, figh not, for your own. 



ne 
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TT^e Stage's Improvement, an Mf^^fam. 

' I ^HE Patenfhugh'd at, itsfupporters gone, 
X Blank verfe deposed, zndjtlencecrce^g 

on ! 
Aid U5, ye Gods! qry'd H— ^h-^~re^ in diftrefe. 
Save our great Play-'houfe, and be damn'd th^ 

O'er reiel worth let licensed dulne/s hXzzty 
Tpach us, our willing dfgnitjtai^Tif^. 
Strong, as our plans y let our performance rife, 
J And fortune gf ant ug, what our wit denies; . \ 
Think, Q, ye pow'rs ! wbofe fortunes are af ftakej ; 
Let Tragedy fuccecd, for my ;lov'd fafee 5 \- 
With tints, like Jack^Sy re-touch the faded ftage, 
'Till it, like Widow W^ k ^ charms engage : 
The fmiling^^^i thefe pray'rs^ together, yS^»7, 
At once, indulge 'em all — and lo ! Tpwr Thi/mb*' 



Epigram' , 



9^^ OkiqiUau Poxms; 



E P I G R A M. 

XYTIbow fF-'-^ks came, of late, in a terrible 

▼ ▼ rage, 

To the other old ladier, joint props of her ftage 2 
Heat rat^fijiersy (He cry'd — I pronounce a decree^ 
We'll have no more new Tragedies — take that 

from me. 
When we make the town hmgb^ Tm as merry^ 

as they. 
But, Vm ten times more jCr^, at a grave l^ngfhy. 
Niever tell me oifenfe ^— it has coft me zfaJf^ 
And, if ;^^;^»/e' befriends not, Fm fure to lofe aih 

. Wexl, well, cry'd 3^ — kE'^l^s^ and fhrug'd, 

witha^^^. 
The' you'll giv6 ^«m na Tragedy^ what - fhou*d 

you fear? 
Say, when afk'd, niohy 'twas done, your next he^ 

«^ night, 
Nature form'd you {ov farce ~- and they'll yw^jr 

you fay right. 

$t. 
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St. Matthew, Chapter v. 

TH "Efon of God, beheld the numerous train. 
And would not let 'em follow him, in vsdn. 
To a near mountain^ he directs his way, 
Whence, beft, his voic^ might his difcour/e convej:^ 
Around him, wide, the gathering audience prefs'd. 
Whom thus, aloud, their gracious ^wV(?addrefs*dj 

Blessed are they^ whofe hearts are free from' 
fride. 
Angels, high thrones, foj humble fouls, provide 5 
BleiTedare they, who, here, {tizrp Jbrrows feel. 
The joys of heav'n fliall all earth's mis Vies heaJ : 
Vntonghtpro/perities fhall crown the meek ; 
And righteous fouls fhall find the foo4 they fcefc : 
Bleffed arq they, in whom foft mercy reigns, 
Mercy, in heav'n, the merciful obtains : 
The pure, in heart, the face of God fliall fee ; 
And mild peace^makers fhall his children be. 

Do not, ye happy few ! ye chofen train ! 
Of worldlyy^^r^, or powVful/ic^^, complain : 

Then 
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Then arc ye bleji^ when men the trials make. 
How nobly ye can fufFer, for my fake : 
When falfe ^rr^r^/perfecute ye moft. 
And proud revilers of your ruins boaft ; 
Inftead of mournings then, let triumph reign. 
For great is the reward j ye, thence, (hall gain* 
' Joft fo, of old, were the good prophets us'd, 
•So feom'd, (o pointed ?it, and fo accus'd* 

• You are the faJiy for feafoning all mankind, 
God does your favour ^ inyoxxv fuffringSy find : 
Salty wrx\iO\A favour y no .wife hand will chufe. 
For, who would keep a thing, he cannot ufe ? 
But, fince you light the world, yourfelves muft 

fhincy ^ 

- Your^&/?r;? muft -adorn your bright defign. 
None does a torcb^ beneath ^bujhely hide. 
When he would have its light fhoot ftrong, and 

wide. 
A city, ^on a mountain, muft be ihown, 
'Tis feen at diftance, and, at diftance, known. 
Live, therefore, fo, that men, by praifing you^ 
May glorify your heav'nly father^ too. 

Let 



\ 
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Let none, among ye, mif-conceive my aim, : 
As if, to overthrow your lawSy I came; 
I come not, to dejiroy^ but to fulfily 
The prophet's word, and my great father's wilL 
Believe me ! earth fhall fooner pafs away, 
And all the glorious lamps of heav'n decay. 
Than one fmall tittle of God's fure decree. 
Stand, un-perform'd, tho' it miftaken be. 

There are, who ftrive about degrees ibove. 
Where rank is never gain'd by pride^ but love : 
He, 'who does Gods appointed rules obey. 
And teaches men, to keep his holy way ; 
He fhall be greats in heaven, by his reward*. 
He /^^j.wholcaft does heav*ris high w/7/ regard. 
I know, ye think, the Pharifees^ and Scribes 
Moft fiU'd, with righteoufnefs, throughout the 

tribes: 
And yet, unlefs yourfelves more righteous are. 
Ye dream of heav'n, but ne'er fhall cnt^r there. 

Your old Law fays, if murder you commit. 
You fhall to judgment come, and anjwer it : 

But 
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But learn, from me^ that he, whom fdjfion guides. 
Shall ffjflTer further, than that km decides : 
Both he, who hlhj and he, VfYiCaaa pride (hall 

fwell, 
Shall hazard not mdrCs VIrrath, hut thatofbelh 
When, therefore, to the altar you .would go, . 
And offer up, to beav^fty the pray'rs you owCy 
Examine well your breafiy without difguife. 
And fearch, if, tbere^ no hidden malice lies ; 
If fo, go back — forgive, and be forgiven. 
And then, with welcome zealj petition beaven4 

AoAiN, your lai»>^ regarding only faBs^ 
Forbids you to commit adulfrous aSis : 
I think, ^fa£f not i^edful to tha^i 
For he, who wijbesy does, to a^y begins 
All this, to man's loofe mlli may feem fevere^ 
But God requires obedience, love> and fear. 
Should thy Hgbt band, or eye, obftruft thy bltj^i 
And Wd thee turn thine edry from founds, 1&« 

this, 
Pluck out tbat eye^ and caft tbat band away,^ 
Whofe ill tf^w^ would lead thy^a/aftray } 
Vox fingle parts of thcc may better dSf>, 
Than that the whoky in endlefs/^m, (hould lie. 

A Mar- 
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A marry'© man, who, licensed by your 

Puts of his fwifcy muft give fome written caufe : 
But, I fay, he, .who puts his* mfe away. 
Except, for breach of honour^ makes \atxjirayz 
And he, who marries that abandoned nmfey 
Commits .adulfry^ and pollutes his life. 

So, fays yc^ aatient /aw, if once yonfiveary 
With ftrid regard, a ^r^^^iS of oath forbear : 
But, I command you, not to /wear at all : 
Noli by highJbeav'ny for 'tis Go^s council-hall t 
Not, by the earthy the objeft d[ his grace i 
Nor, by JerMfakmy his chofen place : 
Not, by your heaJ^ fhall you prefume' to fwear. 
Who cannot change the colour of €me hair. 
Ltt yes J and »&, your guiltlefs converfe fill. 
For all beyond, is infolent, and ill. 

The partial vengeance of your Hebrew law. 
Bids tooth for tooth, and eye for eye, to draw : 
I fay, refift not : but, of pride bereft, 
To him, who ftrikes thy right cheeky turn thy left. 

And, 
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And, if at iaw^ foihc wretch thy coat (hould fucf^ 
Give hitnbbth /ij/^ and thy next garment y tdo : 
<3o two miles length, with him, wha drives thee' 

And, from the boldefl: borrower, never nin* 

Yqvr laW fays^ Ibvic your neighbour^ hate yoAr 
foe^, ' 

I fay, that charity may farther go : 
Ijowt friends znd f^es : cv'n them^ who crfrfc ^ouy 

.' bUfs, 
Do good to tbofey who ^tf/^i t6^w,;profefe/ 
Pnty for your perfectitorSy 'midft xkitii fcofni 
With god4ike clemency ^ your minds adorn.) 
The {zxntfun ihines, alike, on good and ///, 
And equal ihowVs their barns ^ wiA plenty,* flH. 
If you love none, but thofe, who value you. 
The Publicansy themfelves, can do fo, too. 
But^w, God^s cbofen^ muft example give^ 
Not live, like tbem, but teach them, how to liveV 



&. 
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I 

St. Matthew, Chapter vi* 
Part of the Sermon on the Mount; 

LE T fhining charity adorn your zeal. 
The nobleft impulfe gen'rous tainds cart 
feel: 
But, have a care, you take this virtue rights 
And fhun the glare of the proud hypocrite. 
Miftaken men ! who, fond of public fame, 
Difgrace the aSl^ while they afFedt the name ! 
On earthy vain-glorious zeal may meet regard^ 
But heaven nor owns it, nor vouchfafes rewards 

Thou, on the contrary, whofe pitying breaji 
Wou^d, as it ought, giv6 eafe to the diftreft ; 
Scarce tell thy right handy what thy left will do^ 
But be, at once, refolv^d, and filent, too. 
Secret, as nighty thy pious alms convey 3 
For Gody who fees, by nighty rewards, by day. 

80, when .thy7&«/ approaches God^ in pray r^ 
fie not deceived, as thofe falfe zealots are ; 
Who, daily, into crcrwded temples prefs,: 
And there, with feign'd ddvotioiiy heav'ri addfefs y 

VOL.IIL H Bi^ty 
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But, when thou pray'ft, all public notice {h\m^ 

And, private, to thy inmoft clofct, run : 

There, clofe, and earneft, to thy duty fall, 

And God will fliew thee, that he hears thy calf^ 

Swell not thy forms ofprayVymth wHM de- 
fires, 
Excefs of fuel choaks the brighteff Fires ^ 
The erring heathen fo miftakc their way. 
And think, they bejl zrt heard, who moji can iay;. 
But fhun thou this, and know, GoD*i piercing ey^ 
Sees all thy wants^ before thy words Come nigh^ 
From fifing malice^ guard' thy yielding w///,. 
Nor proudly dare, to take revenge ^ for ilh 
Thou mn^forgive^ that God may pardon thee 5 
For none, who fities noty fliall pitied be- 

Misled, hy av' rice y feek not wealth to ^ixiy 
By hoarding treafureSy, which are got, in vain : 
Deceitful r-icheSy which the moth deftroys. 
Which ruft confumes, or the bold thief enjoys ! 
Inbeav'ns high ftorehoufe, let your heaps be laid, 
A wealthy which no dejlroyer can invade : 
No moth there enters, rufi corrupts not there y 
Nor plundering thief alarms the owner's care ! 

Safe, 
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Safe, therefore, in that place, your treafures lay i 
For where your riches are^ your heart will ftay* 

SECtJRS o? heav'n's rtigird, live free from carei 
Nor toil^ life's Cominon comforts to prepare : 
Banifh v^njorecajl for thy needful gain, 
Nor let meat, drink, andcloathing, give thee pain; 
Obferve the fowls -— they neithfer reapy notfoWy 
Yet find thfeir wants fupply'd, where'er they gov 
Look oti the lillies of the ripening field ! 
No toil oi theirs doe$ thofe fweet colours yield y 
Yet, was not Solomon^ when dreft to pleafe^ 
80 glorioufly aldorn'd, as one of thefe;, 
If, therefore, Godio feeds th^Jeather'd train j 
So cloaths the^r^, which withers on tht plains 
How much more careful v^iM he be of you, 
0, fjdthlcfs ma[n J who, yet, diftrufts him, too ? 



H ^ Sh 
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St. Matthew, Chapter v\i 

CONDEMN not, ralhly, all that looks, like i 
Left you are forc'd to- drink the eup, yc 

As you fow judgment, you fliall reap it, too ; 
And, ^syou meafure, God will meafure^e?^. 
Why, with fuch nice difcernment, doft thou fpy 
The growing motey that clouds thy brother^ s eye 
Why is fuch %eal^ to cure his blemijhy flhown. 
When beamsy inftead of motes^ have fill'd thy awn. 
Thou hypocrite ! firft, thy own blemijh cure. 
And, then,the needful help, for his^ procure ? 

If, ftill, more plain inJlruSiion you require, - 
The foUowingy^rw will guide your juft defire r 
Wifely difiinguijhy when you mean to teachy 
Nor, vainly, to th' unlift'ning /corner preach* 
Permit not dogs^ on holy fare, to dine ; 
Nor, madly bountiful, throw pearls to fwine. 
Left they dejpife the worth, they cannot tajie. 
And turn, and tear thee, for thy treafure's wafie f 

Ask, 



^n 



-res 
Ik 
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Ask, and the thing thou afk'ft, fhall granted 

be ; 

Search,' tLiid the oh]ed: fought, thou foon fhalt fee. 

Knociy and, in time, thou fhalt admijjfon gain, 

For> none e'er aik'd, or fought, or knocked, in 

vain. 
What man, among ye, by deceit, mifled, 
^j^ Would give his fon zfione, inftead of bread ? 
Or, when an infant Aots^Ji/h demand. 
Would reach iovn^Jerpent, to his tender hand ? 
If, therefore, ^^^/, by nature, dark, and weak, 
^ Chufe, for your children, the good things they 

k ' f€€k, ' ■ 

'^ Ought you not, far more juftly, to expedt, 
^^ j Your heavenly father will ftot his negled: ? 



If, from God's will, you would your praBice 

draw, 

I 

This one ihort maxim fums up all his law : 

That very thing, to others, always do. 

Which you, fo plac'd, would have them do to you. 

Broad is the gate, and wondVous wide, thcf 
way. 
Through which miftaken men, to ruin, ftray : 

H 3 Too 
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Too many that way qhufc, becaufe 'tiBfair^ 
And the Jlrait path, to fliun its Thorns ^ forbear; 
5ut happy they, who hit the narrow gate. 
That leads to ///^, and enter, tbo' 'tis Jiraif. 
Beware, left lying prophets makp you^». 
Who, cloath'd like Jhetp^ are rav'npi|s wolves^ 

within. 
Clofely obferve 'em, when fuch men you fee. 
And, wifely, by the fruity difcern the trei^. 
Do thorns bear grapes ? or ^x, on thi files, grow ? 
Plants, by their froduB, beft their ;?4?/i^r^ fliow. 

Not ^i;*ry one, that owns, or fpreads, my name'^ 
Shall, thence, have r/]g-i&/, a feat, in heav'n to 

claim : 
But he, who well performs my father's will, 
Hisf cup^ with bleJfingSy fhall my hxh^vJilL 
Crowds of pretenders, on my judgment^day. 
Swelled, with the pride of zealy thcfe wprds 

fliall fay : 
Lord, fee thy fervants, and thy prophets knpWi 
Who, in thy name, did mighty things, below j , 
Calling on thee, thy wifli'd affiftance came. 
And Devils have fled before uSj at thy name. 

fbem^ 



^\' 
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^em^ will I anfwcr thus — vain is your plea i 
PropbetSy thro' love oipow'r^ not love of me ! 
I know ye not — and the reward ye gain, 
By fliort-liv'd pride ^ is everlafting pain. 
Hear, with attenticn^ therefore, what I fay j 
Hear, with attention^ and, w\t\\ judgment ^ weigh : 
He, who now bears me, and obferves me well. 
Does, on a rock^ like the wife builder y dwell : 
Tho' raim defcepd) and rifing^Wf o erflow, 
Tho* raging w/Wi, in hourly tetapefiiy blow ; 
Hit i&dj^ftands firm, iecore, and free homjhocky 
Safe, mjoundationy on its central rock. 
But he, who bears, and does not under^and^ 
Builds, like a/^/?/, upon the i2cX\w% fand : 
To ftorms, or floods, or rains, his fabrick yicJdSj 
And the loud ruin fhakes the neighb'ringj£?/(/i. 

Here, the great "Jefus ftopt : — th* aftoni(h*d 
crowd. 
In humble reverence of his do6trine, bow'd ; 
Confefs'd his/^wV, tho* ftrangers to his law^ 
And own'd his godbeady by their inward awe. 

H 4 jifter 
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After reading an unknown Author's 

Booh 

PLAIN, modeft, pleafant, deep, diftinft, and 
clear, 
The author's honeftyS^/ was printed, here ^ 
His faithful memory paft fcenes furveys, 
His-fparkling/i?;ic^, on their furface, plays : 
Strong linderftanding adds refledtion's weight. 
And alldiV2LW purpofe, from his manly heart. 



The Thoughts of i? Cadet, the firjl Time 
upon Duty. 

WHY bear I arms^ my heart 1 impartial, 
" tell: 
Haft ^hou been juft, and weigh '4 this purpofe 

well? . ■ . 

Can thy bold hopes withftand the f^arch oUruthf 
Can'ft thou ftem vanity, and conquer youth ? 
Can'ft thou olfey, 'till worthy to a/pire ? 
'Av^dipraSiice duties, thou may ft, thence, require ? 

Calmly 
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Calmly refohfd^ can- ft thou fereAely dare^ 
And {hnvi^z^c^ prefumption^ and defpaif? 
Can'ft thou fuppoft a name^ unus'd to fear ^ 
And.fcel np bluih, tp think "--who plac'd thee 
here ? 

What, tho' niy pafroris lov'd example Jires ! 
Urges my fwordy and lengthens my defires ! 
Tho' confcious want of merit fighs, aloud. 
Be bumble ~ for 'twere blindnefs, to ht proud ! [ 
Still, there's a wijh'^ that muft my profpedt bar ; 
A wifti, for Wisdom --- that gives eyesy to war! 
A foul of condu<St, that infpires, to know r 
And laughs at courage^ in an untaughty^<? / 
That moulds the future, while it fifts thepaft-;, 
CUims vidtory — and bids the triumph laft. 

Where fhall a thougHtlejr^ youth thjs trea- 
fure find? 
This art of judgment, that becalms the mind ? 
Chains anger fhpf (j and fets r^eWon free, . / * 
Gives tumult temper '^-^ ?mi(} xs^d^^fortune fee ? 

In booksy 'tis |?ndlefs^ to jhirfue this hopf ^ 
Guidelefs, Mid^^i in a|i expanfe of fcope* ; 

-. Shorten 
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Shorten the tafk, and point diy happy fight. 
To catchy and kindle, at a living light. 
A CoBHAM*s life^ well read, forms ev'ry arty 
And gives fure title to a Dunmore's heart. 



On a Ml s E R. 

I- 

F to be moJeJ^ merits fraife^ 

And pride is own*d a ^n, 
ril now, O mifer I tune my lays, 
And, on thy vfortb^ begiOf 



I 



IL 

We by religiohy learn to know. 

That vanity^s a fault j 
And fhould avoid all public ^ow^ 

Of fondly boafting ought. 

III. 

Thou then art, fure, ^bove c*hers, bleft, 
And haft more merrty too ; 

Whofe worth lay filenfy in thy breaji^ 
Where none its value knew 5 

*Till feiz'd, by death, and Wd ♦ to reft, 
Abroad thy bounties flcWit 



r 
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T^tf Mifplac'd Love. 

I. 

HO W long will lovely Amaret complain, 
Iij gentle notes ^ that wound each lift'ning 
ear? 
How long, aU^ I will Qm delight in pain. 
Which choice J not fate^ inclines hex Joul to bear! 

IL, 

Strange paradox of love ! — the vahquiih'd 

maid. 
By cruel conqueji^ many ftiU deftrcyt ! 
What ieauty gives her — /^w has betRty'dy 
And love, mifplac'd, prcventcd-all hery^j. 

III. 
One way, and only one, does, yet, rea^dms 

Whereby, loft pe»c^ of ipipd you mfty re(br€» 
Abandoned eafe^ and ypur hh^Ji^f ^F^gsin» 

And live fpr ever haffy,, as befpra* 
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IV. 

Change, heedlefs fair one, — change your in- 
jured lavfy 
And blefs poor A— r— n, with mutual flame ; 
So fliall the wings of pleafurey round you, move. 
And fan th* expanding jfr^j, that blaze your 
* " fame. 



To the lovely Mrs. H e, on her De- 

/cent from the frjl Saxon Kings of 
. pur Ifland* * 



H 



- — — E, fweet name I whofe > princely 
'. meaning (!i?LOV{^y 
From what high j^r/>^, your blood's rich^o^r- 

rent flows, - 

With ncedlefs awe^ reminds us of your race^ 
Since heaven has ^zm^v dominion on your face. 
Still, in your fov'reign/(?r»7, diftind:ly live,' 
All royal rights, yoxxv father kings could give ! 
In your commanding air^ we mark their ^^/^, 
And, in your words y their wifdomy and their ^rc;^/^^/. 
Warm, in your noble irea^y their courage lies. 
And all their /^wV, and mercy ^ in your eyes. 

Epilogue, 
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Epilogue, /poke by Mrs. Roberts, 

ENGLAND, they fay» is famous for goo^^nature^ 
Mam^ for your catcalls — wit delights ia 
fatire. 
Pity and fond parents^ yihcn they aft feverely. 
Tell cbiUy they whip it — 'caufe they love it dearly. 
Well ! Heanfn be prais'd, weVe proofs of your 
affeSlion 5 ' 

Lord, how you love ! if we may truft correSiisn. 

, - * * 

Not but weVe been too /paring oi our lahourSy 

Too negligent, and naughty — like our neigb^ 
hours I 

Trod, in their fteps — but, with repentance ample. 

So, half the world is fpoil'd^ by bad example. 

Great is their Stock -— yet, why fhould that 
mifguide us ? 

We'll MEND — Ah ! you'll not trujiy before 
youVe trfd us. 

By things, ne'er feen^ nor heard of — we pro- 
voke ye, 

Cram ye, with novelty — enongh to cboak yc 

All 
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All you defirey and more, we'll pour upon yd, 
*Till wehave/(?r^VGoMMisEKATioN from ye^ 
And ''twili be odd, if change fjiould here difpleaje 

Whkh yet, at home^ lias feldoin faiFd td eafe ye i 
J)(?— ^take 9ur words — this once be kirid believers^ 
Nor think all women -*-- born^ to be deceinkrs. 



Epilogue. 

ON E Word before you go — Grate rr/-' 
ticsy fay. 
The moral \% the meaning of the Play : 
I*m fure, that hope, in ours, we did not cmzeri^ 
Fo^ — let me fee— Til point out half a dozen i 
Firft — folly makes a quiet fkte, a mad one i 
Next, a good king is better than a bad one. 
Third, when a virtuous prude expeds foul playy 
She'H ne'er be raviflfd — if fhe runs away. 
Fourth^ by the old znAyoungy at once, addrejl^ 
She, who prefers Ae young one^ ehufes bejl. 
Fiftby where our wits too weak, for our ambitioft^ 
Our griejy ^sx^Jham^ keep pace, with our con^ 
ditidn^ ^ 

Sixthly^ 
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SMtBfy^ and la^fy **- to avoid cmfu/tM^ 
Ai^ keep the^^y? inftrudtion^ for ^^ii^/i^<?i?y 
A jealous yj8:/r^ who would a rival hate^ 
Should love, like me, a minifier offtate^: 
S-afe, in her choice y ihe might, in peace ^ carcfs him. 
And, wkh un-erivy'd property^ pofiefs him. 
By claim of cuftoniy politicians bait him, 
And, right, or wrong, the fair find caufe to baU 
him. 



k Prologue, y^r Mr. William Gifpari>, 
r on his Benefit Night. 

\ "lirOuNG, and but forming diftant hopes, ta 

; What have I done ? — that caird for fmiJes, like 

thefej 

*TiSv your cwfi Worth — not min^ — to night, is 
fiiown ! 

^at truth my grateful heart delights to own. 

SteiH I fey more — Oh ! how riiight words fur- 
prize. 

Could they but horrow power **• from thofe bright 

Eves I 

Ifeel 
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Ifeel your prefcncc, know your worth's high rittf,' 
Yet ftill— tho' rcafon claims refpeSi's full weighct, 
Tho' confcious revrence rafli prefumption awes^ 
What dumb tongue, pleads noty in a Father's 

caufe ?, 
Strong are the tides, he Jiems ! — •• How good, 

how kind, 
*Twould be ! — to fwell his fails, with^/V/j wind ! 
Shoal'd, on the flats of your negleSiy we lie. 
Half buoy'd — half grounded ~ you might Jhaf 

us — TRY. 
Help us to fhun cold coafts of dry dejpatr^ 
And' take th* improving future to your care. 
Thetty fliall new profpefts raise our cherifh'd y?//;/, 
'Till our ftage lightens, and our adors flame. 
Nor let this pride provoke our rival's gaily 
The mufes contefts fliould be peacefuly alL 
By emulation^ not by ejivyy mov'd. 
Slow time might teach us, all, to grow belov'd, 
Teach comic jhamey to pierce the mended mind, 
And laugh away low taftes, that cramp mankind. 
Might teach the ftage's foes — plain truth reigns 

here, 
And rich corruption Iqves a loftier fphere. ' ^^ 

Teach 
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Teach paffioris pangs — teach /&cte; diftrefles p^ake^ 
How hearts, thzt/eel^ bid hearts, that Iijien, ake, 
HowiaSiidh paints the TSWj upon the eye. 
And thfe'.Wiilg'd wufiies, into meanings fly. 
SW time can teach Us this. — Slow time can dct 
Still more : — Slow time ean add new friends -- 

like;^^^; 
Till, to reward our tvill^s induftrroufi painy 
No more thin benches make our labours vain 3 
But long-wiih'd favour lifting modeft claim^ 
You lend us ear^ thd' you refufe us famei 



E^iLOGVE J Jjfoke by Mifs Kitty BoLTdij* 

Ladies! 

You'll fay, fince 'tis not you, I \yait my doomt 
from. 
Whence^ does this forward little ^/)^ come from? 
•From toy own fex, all I yfet hope, is laughter ; 
Lord knows what pajfiom I may ftiove, hereafter ^ 
At prefent^ I'm too heart-whole, to complain t' ye,' 
An4 not quite old enough^ to give one pain t' ye. 

Voi. 111. % f'4 
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To you, dear gentlemen^ with due petition^ 
Comes a pure innocent y in foft fubmiffion ; 
Forward prefumer, I confefs, to teize ye. 
Some years too foon (as fome folks think) t 

pleafe ye.: 
Yet, fmile — you can't imagine, what temptatioi 
There, lies, to willing minds, in provocation. 

Kindly accepted no^^ and worth your heeding 
I {hsXX improve apace ~ with good Jiage^breeding 
Let me come on, and talk^ then, fear no fhrint 

ing, 
For I, already, pay it off, with thinking. 
The 3rounger, Sirs, the better -^ that p/ain fail is. 
And (he, who foon begins — will have moil 

practice. 
Yet Mamma bit poor -K/V/y, when (he told her. 
She'd grow more fit to pleafe. as fhe grew older. 

He av'n knows, indeed, what I ^vaftfory yet ! 
Beauty s not mine — and I can plead no wit. 
Scarce had I had one claim to your compaffion^ 
3ut that no wit^ and little worth's the fafhion^ 

Thafs 
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Th^^s^^^ — then I have learnt tojir^ ~ there'$ 

menty 
Nay, Fm tpld, I dance not ill — that'sj^/r/V. 
Oh, gentlemen ! truft but to future aftion, 
Ajid^ four years hence, I'll move^^ with ftrange 

attraSiion. 



; Prologue, to Harry the^th ; intended 
for Mrs. Woffington, drejfed in the 
new Bltie uniform^ with Firelock^ (and 
fixed Bayonet) in her Hand. 

WHiLE fir*d St. George inflames his name^ 
fake's nation, 
Loyal St. Drury arms, in aflbciation. 
Quake, ye cow*d French^ with yoar white coats^ 

campaigning. 
True blue's the true heart's tafie^ and fears no 

fijaining. 
Come, if they dare — Ha ! brother foldiersy 

. let'em, 

\goes up to^ andfhakes hands ^ with one 
of the Stage Grenadiers. '\ 

You reds^ we blues ~ faith ! we'll find means, to 

fweat 'em. 

I 2 While 
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While thefe brave lads march north — we, war- 
like laffesy 
Stay, cock'dy and primd^ at home ~ to guard our 

Death, to their fmart Graffins! ~ MorbleUy well 

jerk em ; 
I, and my Amazons^ alone, can work 'em. 
Heels over head, fmijh-jmajh^ the brown raj- 

callions^ 

And ^c^(?/the courage oi fev'n Pope^sbatallions ! 

Well, but 'till danger quits its humble difiance^ 

rU ground my firelock — and fufpend refiftance. 
[Grounds in the military Pofiure.] 

Ladies — a word — be arm'd againft occafion, 

Charge your bright eyes — and /hoot at Frehcb 

^ invafion. 

'Slueens of thefe manly fouls, fo fam'd for battle^ 

Laugh at cockaded, henpeck'd, tame, , French 

cdttle. 
Well may you, conquering beauties ! hope to 

dafh 'em. 
When their own buff-Jkin wives claim right to 

tbra/h 'em. 



r 
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Tis the French Mode, to cowVCy when wedlock 

chatters^ 
Oncfcold'" can ijiake their Salic Law — to 

tatters. 
Ne*er flinch ~ but 6ox their ears 5 they're men of 

breeding. 
And, when advanced on --^ fam'd,for fwift receding. 

Od's me ! Ill wear no needlefs breeches — 
hang em ! 
Coarfe^ bob-taird, canvas petticoats can bang cm j 
Why. /hould maids fight, be-mann'd^ be-bluff'd^ 

be-rakedy 
The weakeftyZ^<? can/lo their bufinefs naked. 

Oh! what a day was Agincourt^ for, Britain! 
Stand to the caufe, that this brave play was writ on. 
Let the fatfe friends ^ who hide themfelves i- 

mong ye, 
Fepl, by loud Claps, your country's wrongs have 

Jiungy^: 
Harry ^ 'gainfl/iv to one -^ could hold France to it; 
And, pray, Sirs, why not w^ ? — By George, 
we'll do it. 

I 3 Odds, 
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Odds, to the Brave, are lights, that bcft aifplaj 

'em, 
The more French Jacks come here, the niortf 

we'll PAY' 'em. 
Paltry prefumers ! — can't they —petty and hanJy^ 
Crop imies, prefs grapes^ and dancey to their own 

brandy^ . 
But, o'er all Europe^ they muft ntt6,sjhift JiationSy 
And (hake their wooden JhoeSy o'tx free-born nations^ 

As for their friends y and good aUies -- th^ 

Higblandsy 
Short W\nt\Ty Jlorms rife y^/Vif, in all 3/s'^>5 ijlandsy 
Oft have they /^/(^i^?;^ •- from Caitnefs pdiity to 

Dover y 
But, ftill,.the /w^<?r ^^ — x)it fioner ihir. 

Lifting, to fight, yjjr «(?r/i&, on cool Rejfle^iffh, 
May hurt z female volunteer's complexion. 
No matter — Better look as brown, as breezesy 
Tann'dy to the /d?^i— like your Me/dames Francoi/eSy 
Than blufh, for fhame, thro' faint, fine cheeks, 

in Lunnon: 
Boy SirSj farewel — I'll march, and take-my gun on, 

[Taies up h^r Fihlocky and' marches offjhouldef'd-^ 

Pkoloque, 
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V^ohOG\j%^fpoken by cf. young Gentleman^ 
At a Play, called the Tufcan Treaty, - 
oBed for the Benefit of Mr. William 
Bond, in Covent Garden Theatre* 

FRiENDS have fuch fov'reign powV to talk 
the heart, » 

We mufi obey 'em, tho* we want the art I 
Hence, has it fairn, this evejiing, to vayjhare^ 
To read ^play-houfe led:ure, tho' no flayer. 

Think me n9t, thence, lefs//. — Their bu- 

finefs, bere^ 
Is but plain nature --'' hers, ^tjmile^ and tear 1 
From truths not iime^ the adtor takes Jiis/^^f, 
And length ofpraBice gives but bayard chltn ; 
Eife, would the oldeft miftrefs be the toafi^ 
And wives^ who plagu'd you, longefi^ pleafe you 

mofi. 

To aiiy is then, to imitate^ 'tis true; 
But. take that truths With zJiJiinSiiony too; 
Wou'd but each oBory imitating well^ 
Learn^ from bimfelfy another to excel : 

I 4 Search 
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Search his own bofom ; copy, from within^ 
Seize your attention^ and your pajjions win j 
^Tben^ would the ftage, o(,no negledl^ complain. 
But l(foey and griefs and ///y, charm, again. 

Yet, were there plafrs^ like mCy who, void 
of art^ 
Felt not the anguifli, that infpires their part. 
What ill-judg*d rantingsy^ronld untum diftrels I 
Wifh weak foarieties^ of wild excefs ! 

Among fucb play'rs, niethinks, e*en / could 
(hinej 
Strike out new walks ^ and charm, with n^ dejign. 
Now, in big founds^ Td bowl away, to fame^ 
And nody ^XiAJinky and lumber^ into name. 
From fide, to fide, next, with enormous/w/ffg-, 
I'd beave on majcfty, and^z^'the king. 
Two foot, too Jhort, tiizt Jingle fault Yd feel. 
And eke my length out, with a yard of heel. 
For folemn uttrance, has applaufe been due ? 
rd have^A^^ art, to force applaufes^ too. 
With flow-rais'd/^^/jkeep time, to my own drawl, 
'^i\\Jleep's befriending influence hujhes all. 

Such 
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Such aftors havehtexifien ! ^^ but w6u*d,y©uf 

tafte 
J)ijiingui/h,. nor fubmit to praife, in bajie j . 
Well mortify'd, while cenfur'd intofamey 
f bought would inftrud: 'em, how to 'fcape your 

ilame^ 
Nature would mark the look^ adapt the mieriy 
hApaffionSy rightly painted, grace the fcene; 
^corriy at prefumptuous ignorance ^ would rife. 
And (hoot reproachful, from averted eyes. 
SorriQw, in mournful accents ^ humbly flow. 
And melt the Jlub&Qrn heart, in weeping woe. 
Wonder, the fta»-ting eye-brows, «/w^r^, draw. 
And, on the pojlurey ftamp a fpeechlefs awe. 
Joy^ to the features J would reftore their ^rjr^. 
And light up all the luftre of X\\e face. 
Anger would gnafh the teeth^ the noflrils flrain. 
Swell, in each mufcle, boil, in ev'ry vein ; 
With reftlefs motion, agitate the frame, 
purft out, like thunder j and like lighfning^ 
flame. 

Thus, 



Thus, I conceive^ but want the powV, toflww^ 
What 2i(Xoxs Jhouldy to art, and nature, awe ; 
Such, when you find — 'tis Thiers, thi^ fcene 

tQ ratfcy 
'Tis YOURS, to mark their worthy and iix their 
praife. 
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Prologue., ^^5^ ^ Mrs. Heron, at bear 
Benefit^ after th& Misfortune ef putting 
out bolib her Knee-^pans. 

THE poor, .maim'd foldier^ from his duty^ 
.freed* 
Safe, and ate^fe, commences /«w//V, 
I, like the wounded ^»i of brave c?A/ i2(?^^, 
Cairdy by the caufe ?I love, my poG:reJume-, 
And, quitting reji, left it ftiould feem negleSt^ 
Forget ray tears^ to bring you my refpeSi. 

Who (by your powVful pratfes^ once made 
vain) 
Could ftoop to languifh, in zfenfe oi pain f 

Sweet 



Sweet fmiling hope refign, for fuUen eafe. 
And, (agaifsft nmure) wilh ne raorc/te fte^H > 
The gen&aus heart wiW fof^e carapoffion <how. 
Where pfeifftircs (only^^n^ are dwrng'-d fe*r ^^^. 
But, a!h 1 ^hat anguvjh ^cfid my fteps "purfue^ 
While 'twas my lije's whole //j^, to pleafure yoti i 
Could but my mfiry merit your r^hr^^ 
Be yoiBT kind ./^'i)^ all my ifs^fh'd pewarM. 
Proud, I iiBtttm, Jd(DW^fewfe« ilKD^Wt^ ;- 
Scarce does^ iivt? ^Jf iz/4 tv*rokfe«s, m vain. 
What's a dark world, where ^e?/f j ho longer chear? 
TourXok w-cre lc/f///i& — 'tis-Zj^irolind^yoa, here. 



<ri irf i i ^ 



7^^ Garden Window* 

HERE, Amanda^ gently benduigi 
Sweetly perifivQ, loves to leaq, 
O'er the groves, her fight extending, 

T%ro' the walks, iliat fhoot i>etween ; 

PLAC*d, fays fhe, within this window. 
Screened, I diftant charms furvey. 

Taught, by poor deceived Olindo^ 

Nothing's fafe, that looks too gay. 

Here, 
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Here, I view, in foften'd fhadings, 

' Aw'rous flowV, to flow*r incline. 
Too remote to mourn their fadings, 

When, with hanging heads they pine. 

, Here, I fmell the fragrant breezes. 
Safe, from ev'niqg's chilly blaft ; 
Here the noonday faU'^niine pleafe^ 
Fearlefs, when 'twill overcaft. 

Hence, I hear the tempeft rifing. 
See the grovy greatnefs fhake j 

Ev'ry diftant ill defpifing. 

While I ev'ry good partake. 

So, commanding life's gay garden. 

Let, me, thornlefs, wear the rofe 5 

Choice, like mine, let fa(hion pardon. 
Tailing charms, but fhunning woes. 



At 
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At Setting Day ; A ^ O N O. 

SINCE founding drums, and rifing war. 
Invite my love to danger, 
rU aflc, of ev'ry fmiling ftar, ' 

To ihield my roving rangen . , 

11. 

While o'er the field, unfearing wounds. 
You prefs the foe, retreating, 

rU trace the dear remember'd bounds. 
Of our more gentle meeting. 



III. 

rU pafs whole days, in yon fweet grove. 
Where firft thy tongue deceived me. 

When, lift ning dumb, I blufli*d my love. 
And no fear'd abfence griev'd me. 

On 
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IV. 

On -ey'iy- bank, thy fide ha^.prcft^i 

T\\ ileep, and dream, I'm near thee; 

And each fweet bird, that ftrains its breaft. 
Shall wake my hopes to hear thee. 

V. 

To all our haunts, I will repair, 

And, cold, on yon bleak mountain. 

Trace all thy once-trod foot-fteps there. 
And weep o'er each fad fountain. 

VL 

There, will I teach the trees to wear 
Thy name, in foft impreffion. 

And borrow fighs, from ev'ning air^ 
To fwell my foul's confeflion. 



r# 
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To Dr. Arties ; m his Arcade ^/T)utch 
Elms, dug up^ in repairing the SeWer. 

PItying, we figh'd, to fee th'uprooting fpade. 
Boldly intrenching, fall your fav'rite flaade ! 
Sad Silvia^ long, with filent forrow, ftrove, 
Atlaft, thus loudly, wail'd her proftrate grove : 

Ah ! Dodtor, when you planted for delight. 
Why did you fail to fear ch foundations, right ? 
Shoot, elfe, th* afpiring branches ne'er fo gay j 
Pale difappointment grows, as faft, as they. 
Why moiirh I then ? •*- 'tis vain, 'tis cattfelefs 

grief; 
And thus reflexion comes, and brings relief. 

Common, in life, your fate, ye haplefs trees 1 
So the green lawn's, of hope's gay profpedls, 

pleafe. 
Sap-full, and blooming, each luxuriant fhoot ! ^ 
Yet death Kes lurking, at th'unheeded root. 
Soflourifhes, in youth, our hve's light joy. 
For time, or change of paffion to deftroy. 

Sa 



/ 

So fliincs religiofis boaft, with fpecious gloW, 
While^/i'j foul common fewer creeps dark, bcloW-» 
'SpfSSfious noife^ y/ffi^ patriot purpofe <^j 
.While private intreft works, and/i^j us all* 
So fame ^ in arms, or arts, or learning, tow'rs j 
' And fond prefuming/fl://ry calls it oUfs j 
*Till, from beneath, fome blajly unfear'd, is felt/ 
And life's loft Views, like dr^form'd fabricks^, 
melt* 



IT ■ 'r 



V^otoGVE^ for a dijirejfed Widoud^ 

IF aught, fweet charity ! tan make thee fliinfci 
With added luftre, and a fay divinej 
*Tis when thy pity, un-appropriate, flows, 
And joy-touch'd hearts adopt the ftranger's wofes* 
'Tis, when the graceful giver feems to pay ; 
When want J and blufh^ at once, are charm'd 

away. 
^Tis, when reliefs kind face comes drefs'd, in 

fmiles^ 
And no cold infult, where it faves — reviles^ 
Where aided anguifli feels no bite of fhame. 
And modeil mercy wears but friendfliip's name. 

Small 
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Small gifts grow large, which chearful hands 

impart, 

And forrow*& pang no more contracts the heart : 
80 human powV, to god-like heights, we raife j 
Fox the preferver marcs like maier^s praife. 

' Tis yours, to-night, the widow's iighs to chear. 
And dry the lone-left orphan's fileht tear. ' 
So charmed, thro* death, to find his relicks bleft, 
Sooth'd, fliall the lingYingJhade fubmit to reft 1 
Safe, to your handi, refign the tender truft. 
And glide no longer, o*er the friendlefs dull. 



Epilogue, for a Lady^ who aSied Eu- 
docia, in the Siege of Damafcus, r^- 
prefented at the Duke of Bedford's, 
at Wooburu* 

I'V E heard oi maids y who firft refolve, too fall. 
And then weigh arguments, when fads arc 
pafl: 
Young, tho' my reafon is, noty^, it llray'd ; 
But, firft, found pleadings, for the part, I play'd. 

Vol. IIL ' K Play'd, 



vv- 
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Pj,ay'j), ia^d I ? — fccopd thought #dw|: worI 

retrafts ; 
Faocies and follies phyy but pgfSou acts : - 
Paffion ! ^ejpring, that all life's wheels ^o^loys^ 
Winds up the workipg thought -~ and heightens 

joys/ 
Paflion I the great man's gui^e^ the poor nunV 

Thcfoldkrs lawrel, and th^Jigher's flame, 
Paffion ! that leads the grave, impels the gay. 
Bids the wife tremble^ and the fool betray.,, 
Ev n at this hour, what's here our pqfiime made. 
Gives- the court bufinejsy and the kingdom, trade y 
When- fedkms quarrel, or when ftatcfmcn fell, 
Each does but aSi bis part, at pailion's call. 
.Like our*s, to ftight, Lord P^Jfion fetS their tafki 
Their fears, hopes, flatteries ~ all are paflion's 

mafque. \ 

The world's wide ftage, for this one pradice, 

, fiird, 

Sees fome a5i^ nobly, others play unfkiird. 
Triflers, and fmarts, who toy time's dream away, 
Sots, beaux, and hounds oi party , thefe but play. 
Sons of their country's hope, fublimely, rackt. 
For other's reft.^ Thefe do not play ^ but act. 

Who 
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Who play the poorefi parts ? ^ the bought^ 
the vain, • 

The li^t believer, and the perjur'd fwaih ; 
The dull, dryjokery the coarfe, ill-^bred 6earj 
The friends offdlf, and the foes of care. 

Who a<St their partSj with praip -h- the fimi, ^ 
thcjuft. 
Who fell no fentimeiitv ^d break no tr uft ^ 
The learp'd,;the foft, the facial, and the Iwnd, 
The <£tkhAit lover, aind the plain good mind* 

Sug« the be^ «^^ri — form'^d for honour*s 

ftage ! 
Who pfa^ m finely iiid difgrace no age. 
But, copying ttAturc, with true tafte, like oUrs, 
Pl«»fej «nd ^xt plea»'4, and wing the guiltleft 

hours* 



R 1 Jpokgj 
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Apohgy for Death* 

WHENCE this reludance, when we ceai 
to ran 
Life's flow, fad race, and l^avc its toys ua«-w^on 
Death's but our Tide of Ebb, to that dark fcsi. 
Time's fhorelefs fwallower, void eternity 1 ^ 
'Tis reft, from labour — 'tis efcape from care > 
'Tis fliunn'd dppreffion, and relieved defpair. 
'Tis but to re-diflblvc, to formlefs flow. 
And jom the mingled mafs, that feels no ivoe. 
Fluid, to fade, as all things, round us, do. 
Or, from old beings launch, to find biit new. 



Emerging, or inuncrg'd, life rolls away. 
Foams, into note, or flattens to decay. 
Round, with unceafing wheels diftindlion glides^ 
And, thro' time'^s mazey in fliort fucceflions, flidei 
Flames its hot hour, like humbler houfliold fircSj 
Shines, but to leave us, and, in ufe^ expires. 

Txs the flafli'd fpark of thought, that burftl 
to fight. 
Strains foon, and big, and rufhcs into night : 
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So the proud ilorm, that frights us^ with its roar^ 
Breathes itfclf weary, and is heard no more. 
See! that foft^^lwV, whofe fighs perfume the 

gales. 
Blooms into duft, and its fnuffd life exhales ! 
All nature beaveSy and fetSy like hun^an breath. 
And life'sjloofe links but ftretch the chain of death. 

Why, then, does crrmg fancy fright the mindf 
, Why caU that cruel^ nature meant for krndf 
Who knows, h\xt fatesy we tremble at, may i/efi. 
And length of happieft life be found dijirefs ? 
Murder ! tjiat bJaft of thought ! that bane of law ! 
' The good man's horror y and ev n villain's awe ! 
Murder ! that nature dreads, and confcience Hies 1 
Perhaps^ but fpurs us, to fome waiting prize ! 

Else, why ihould ^reaOire^ ^ill, with crea^ 

tuxcyjarr ? 

And clafli'd exigence wage eternal war ? 

Beaji bleeds, hy beaji yjifhesy on fifheSy prey, 

And birds adl murder, with more wafte, than they^y 

Ev'n the fweet thrujhy ^^(bribes us, with herfong, 

To guard her dread of death, from beaks, more 

ilrong, 

K 3. Sav'd, 
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Sav*d,from tke kitey ftrah blix>d3er grows, i 
And fnaps th€ Ihiv'riug infs^y from the 
Life ftarts but up, to anfwcr deatVs due C 
And one myfterious darknefs vrvzps us >d3 ! 



Pajpng a Lady,- in the Park, wt 
fedng her. 

SO Aide our comforts by, nftmark*d, unkr 
While our ill fate comes feJty and all our 
Too cruel world ! where tilings, we wou'd r 
We ftart upon — and, what we wijh, we loi 
And, yet, Lotbaria would be bid^ in vain,; 
She cannot be conceard, whom tboughts refc 
yirr, and Lotbaria^ every where, are found j 
Held by our breath, and, to our beings bounc 
Darkhefs, itfelf, wants /M^r to C^vetfj^/VM, 
Whom the foul dwells with, and Htxtjfnfe attci 
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T» the Lady, that laughs^ at dying in 
Mctaphon 

AN D why, fair TrifleTf does diat meaning ty^ 
Smile, in contempt, when lovers fwear tbdy 
die? . 
Twixt death, and love, but ^/f^ fmaill difPrence lies. 
The Jbul, ill ^(?/i&^ from its hft iody flies : 
In death, *tis gone, likeT^e?^^, difTolv'd in air, 
Loft, ih exp^ce, the lofer knows not where : 
In love, we trace it, with fuch willing/^/;/, 
Twere to die twice, to take it bick again. 

i 

Modesty* "^ 

A S Lamps burn filent, with unconfcious light^ 
^ ^ So modeft eafe^ in beauty, fhines moft 

bright: 
Unaiming charms, with edge refiftlefs, fall,. 
And (he, who means no mifchief, does it all. 

K4 Ta 



' I 
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, > > 
To a Lady, whofent back the 'Vop i 

Sweet-briar Branchy and retained 

Worft End of it. 

WHiLB the way of the world is, to . 
all the beft, 
And thep, in due form, oh]igt friends^ with i 

rcft,- 
You« Madam, who would lend, cv^n tnAeSf 

grace. 
Teach your meanings to borrow a fmik^ fcoi 

your face ; 
And, polite, to your pain^ when a [H^ient jfoi 

fend. 
Give the thorn tf> yourfelf^ and the rofe to yom 

friendf 



t, 



y > 
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To the Lady who finds tne all her good 
Wiflies. 

SUPPOSE/ that the fun had a tongue ^ and ihou'd 

May your journey be blcfs*d, with a very fine day : 
Then, withdrawing \^%face^ flip afide,, with his 

And furround me^ at once, with the coldncfs of 

nighty 
What would FlorimeK^y^ to this trick of the fun ? 
I would fay, cry'd the charmer ^ 'twas cruelly done. 
Would you fo, anfwer*d I ? — have a care what 

you owny 
Who have wifli*d me all Weflings, yet granted 

me none. 



Tq 
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To a Lady, who was expeSiedy in *uain^ 
on a Sunday. 

THAT the eye\ pow'r could (hake Ac 
heart, I knew : 
Is there, who doubti it ? — let him look on you : 
And w/>, in woman's tongue was ne'er fom^ 

« 

weak i 
^Witnefs their fuflTrings, who have heard you 

' /peak. 
Tet^ ftronjg^ as woman's wit| and charms are 

thought, 
TheyVc one ftrangc influence, 'till this hcHHr> 

untaught ; 
Safely pppos'd to God^s decrees^ they ftand, . 
And fmile, unhurt^ in face of heav'ris command. 
Let this, faid God> a day of reft remain i 
Tou came not-^znd it prov'd, a day of pain. 



A SONG. 
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A S 6 N G. 

I. 

LO V E*s the caofe of all my wiping, 
. Cou'd I but declare my pain % 
He, who has my heart, in keeping. 
Might be brought to love again. 

11, 

Maiden's virtue fpoilg their pleafure j 
If it were but onc6 decreed, 

Virgins, for themfelves, might meafure. 
Love would, then, be fweet, indeed* 

ni. 

But that check upon our nature. 

Freezing up our youthful heats, 
_ Only fpoils a pretty creature. 

Teaching her to gnaw the flieets. 



To 



140 * ORIGINAL PoEM$. 



To a Lady, who fung inwardly. 

KIndly fupprcfe'd, your voice rolls ibi 
within. 
And, in flow warblings, holds its tranfports m \ 
Yourfelf unpleas'd, in giving others pain, 
Thle tide of tuneful miichiefs you reftrain : 
So, the fierce beams, which make all nature 

bright. 
Revolving inward, check their long*d-for lights 
Left, deluging the world with fcas of fire. 
We die, beneath the luftre, we require. 



Writ upon a Pain of Glafs in Wcf!- 
minfler Houfe. 

ALL happy, then, while o'er their fmiling 
air, 
A living mother breath'd her guardian care ; 
But, joylefs, fince their fweet fupportcr dfd^ 
They wander, now, thro' life, with half a guide. 

Aiigujizsy iJZi. 
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To a Lady, wio talked not friuch. 

CHarmers, like you, are dumb, in vain. 
Their very^ibrr^ fpeaks too plain: 
That fparkling eloquence of eyes. 
Proclaims you lovely, gay, and wife ; 
While the mild meanings of your dr^ 
A foiil, as foft, as evening fliowVs, declare. 
Your ev'ry motion, arm'd, i;nth fpeaking^grace, 
Tells £)me new wonder, and.afiifts your £ice. 



. Beijuaria, tf/- i&«r Spinnet. 

SWeetly confus'd, with fcarce confenting 
wm, ' : 

Thoughtlefs of charms, and diffident of fkill; 
See ! with wfiat bluftiful bend, the doubting fair 
Props the raised lid — then^i, with fparkling air. 
Tries the touch'd notes — and, haft'ning light 

along. 
Calls out a fhort complaint, that ipeaks their 
^ wrong. Now, 
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Nowback*ning, awcful, nerved, crcft, fereni 
Aflerted mufic^ fwells her heightened mien. 
Pcarlefe, Vith face oblique, h!5r jformful haflc 
Flies o'er the ivory plain, with ftretch'^d cd 

, mand^ . • , . , ^.. 

Plunges, tritb bdd iiegleifl:, amid^thcf key si, ^-^ 
And fweeps, the founding raiige, with «iugic eifl 



Now, two contending fbiiei W! r^^ Jdtid ^ ry^,^ 
In pride of feafted taAe, for tranfport^ ^ f 
But wfa^t avftHe two deflin'd Aaires debate, . 
WhfiOL &I/I& are fiire. to f^ll, and. fhatCLdsr fke^^ 
Whether the god, withiriy evolving round. 
Strikes in her notes, and flows, diflblvM, in fouiidi 
Or, filent, in her eyes, enthroned, in light, 
Blazes, confcfs'd to viewj and Mrounds^pur fight. 
This way, or that, alihy his pawV w?. try, 
To fee, but kills us — and, to beary w* die.. [,* 

Oh ! .&r-felt influence of th^fpeaking firing] 
Promptj^at thy pall, the mountirt|f foul take? mngt 
Waves, in the galej^Jbre-tuRS th' harmomQus 

breeze. 
And finks, ^n^irifes^ to the changeful keys. 



k- 



UT 



But, hark i what lengthening foftocfs, thril- 
ling new, ' 

Steals, 'twixt the fokmn^^//x, and threads 'em 
trough : 

'Ti$ her tranfporting vdce /— fljc fings ~ be ftiU, 

Sweet ftriagtif J^rbe^r / — yp hurt hey /weeter 
fkilL 

Yet, no — found on -^the ftrong, j^iwcct; 
fliould join ; ' 

With doubk pow'r, mix*d oppofites combine. 

Ti^fiam ! my captive fenfes feel it true ; 

Ah, whal.dire mifchiefs may not union do ! 

Cou'd fhe not fave delight, from z&^^this ftrain ? 

Skard, and beheldy at once 1 — - *tis bopelefs paSn* 

Fly, and efcape — let one pr efs'd fenfe retire 5 

The rais'd bat fhadcs it, from the darted fire. 

Alas ! vain fcrcen ! — ihcJbuPs unclouded ray 

Sees, from within^ by a new blaze of day : 

Sees the ipread roof, with opniog glories, 
crown'd. 

And radiant deifies defcending round ! 

Throng'd, in bright lines, or wing^, in ambient 

air. 

Spirits, in fairy forzns, inclofe thjofain 

Some 
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Some, on the ieySy in amVous ^mbufh, ] 
And kifs the tune-tipt fingers, dancing by. 
Some, hov'ring wide, exi^irmg ^akes prolor 
And pour 'em back, to fwell the riling fon 
Gods, in abridgment, crowd their needlefs s 
And Powers, and Vertues, guard th' uj 

fcious maid. 
Pityy with tears of joy, ftands, weeping, nes 
Kneeling devotion hangs her lift'ning car. 
Candor^ and trutby firm-fix'd on either hand 
Propping her chair, two fure fupporters ftan 
Rouna her, while wronged belief imbibes 

ftrength, * ^ 

And hugs th' inihudive notes, and aids d 

length, 
Love^ and his trzin o( Cupids craftier cares 
Scatter^ with^plumy fans, the dreaded airs, 
Pridey from a diftant corner, glooms a leer, 
And longs, yet bofes not, to be call'd more near 
But Chanty fits clofe — a well known gucft. 
Bold, and domeftic — and domands her ireaj. 
High, o'er her cheeks, to (hade their tcmptii 

glow, 
^bame^ and foft ymdefly^ their mantles throw : 

Whil. 
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While, from her brow, majeftic ivifdotriy feen. 
Tempers h^t glory ^ and inlpircs her mien. 

Such, and, perhaps^ more fweet, thofe founds 
fhall rife. 
Which wake rewarded faints^ when nature dies : 
When heavn's heard blaji fliall fhake the ftub- 

born mind: 
And one mix^d melody unite mankind! 
When time's laft wreck ihall fink, in feas of flame. 
And void eternity refumes its name. 



Celia, in the Garden. 

I. 

COME', walk, and roufe the languid year: 
All nature blooms, when you appear ; 
Each leaflefs oak would bud a-new. 
And pufli out (hade^ to fhelter you. 
Your fight would fummer's want fupply ; 
You gone — 'tis winter — and wc die. 

Vol. III. . L Yon 
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♦ 

Yon warbling mghfingale complains, 
^onv praife, too feldoni, tempts her ftramsr 
The towVing lark but hears ym fingv 
And foars, to heav'n, with filent wmg. 
Gome, angehy come, (he cries) — and fee 
Tour/elves, zs much out-done> as mr. 

III. 
Each wV//'/ fighs itfelf to death, 
Tofcent the gales, that fans your breath : 
Stop but, and fee th' unfolding rofe. 
With emulative blufhes, glows i 
While hbbd-wink'd lillies proftrate lie, 
Afham'd, to fee your breafty fo nigh. 

IV. 

Look round, zndfmile — andevVy flower 
Smiksy too — and cbarmSy with ten-fold powV. 
Depart^ and lo ! they bend and fall. 
And weeping dew-drops Waile em all. 
^ 'Tis thus, your love inflames my joy. 
And, thus your coldnefs might deftroy. 



TA 



i 
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The Recolte^d Complaincr. 

AL h «(*iw^ as I am, aind loth to part, 
Widi this pdor playful gladd'ner of my 
heart, • _^ 

I know, loo well, sind i con&f& my crlaie, 
Tis not my right, but beav'n's^ to limit time: 
Parent, at o^ce, oi progeny^ and painy 
Of what would fny regardlefs grief complain ? 
I gave ytn birthy but, ah I difcern'd pot njohy / 
Children are boirn, ^^x- fiijfW^s I tut to die. 

Pif y (*tis true) revolves their leapful fprings, 
fiw/^^lhajikj, attmng ^^y'rSi embracing clings,' 
Sallies of guilelefs pYy gay gleams of fcnfe, 
Soft ftroking flatt T|es -r a&ive impotence ; 
Tricks of 4uinh love, which grateful wills txfttfsy 
And all t^eir n2kvp^e\t& pow'r£ of prettinefs ! 
7hde the fond mother's feeling mem'ry feize, 
4nd,' theny the tear of nature flows, for eafe; 

JBuT reafon's voice correas the bold coinplainti 
hiYMt&fubmiJiony and inftruds rejlraint. 

h t Thui,v 
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Thus wipes the plaintive parent's weeping eye. 
And bids the unpermitted drop — be dry. 
What is it, thou thyfelf, miftaking: Mind ! 
Haft found, in this bad world, or hop'ft to find? 
That thy prcfumptuous wifh would dare ret^n. 
Whom heavn's kind call exempts from future 

pain : 
Grant, that the worft thou fear'ft, (hould end 

this blow. 
And death's dark fcreen defends thy child^ from 

woe! 
Are not thy fad forebodings^ too,, no more ? 
Are not thy fears^ for all his perils, o'er ? 
Of what proud wrongs^ might clog his life's long 

way ! 
What crimes might bJafi him, or, what wiks 

betray! 
What follies draw down/corn^ what vico difgracei 
What lofs of honour, might be-fpot thy race ! 
What want of Duty might negled thy tears I 
What want of prudence, grind his waning yea«|' 
What bloody dangers might cut ^ort his famc^. 
Or hooting infamy prolong his (hame! 

Look 



1 
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f Look up, fondjbrrower ! fee the morning's rayi 
Now, if thou cdiXi'^^Jore-judge the rifing day: - 

[ Shall its aicendingyZ^m^ continue bright ? 
Or, fhall o'ercafting tcmpefts call, down night ? 
Can'ft thou not tell ?— Why, then, does thy bold 

guefs 
Prefume to call an infant's "death Distress ? 
Blind to the future^^ thanfe a watchful Gody 
That fiiatch'd the child /ro/» fchool^ to fpare the 
rod. . - 



The Resignation. 

WELL! be it fo — Sorrow, that ftreams 
not a'er, 
Spares but the eyeyto wound the beart the more : 
Dumb, infelt pangs, too vfdX^fupply the woe, 
That grief, in fuiPring filence, fhuns to fhow. 
Yet, let my wiWs reludlant pride fubmity 
And learn to love the lot, that heav'n found^/. 
All, I can lofe, GodgSLVC — and, when 'tis flown. 
Unborn does he wrong, who but refumes his own ? 

L 3 Should 



i5b Ofl^diMAi, Pvtiitii 

SitbuLO I, in fi'uitleirs agohy, cimiplMhi, 

While tfecy, SHrho plASfettttywiBlJrat'^ diftt^fe, 
T6adi fliahic, tofati'fy, ittd grief, to ^i^. 
^^^a'fer «i»j-*f ^)r, *ti5 inaAnefs, to rieg^e* *, 
Whate'er mujl be^ fliocks /(f^, when briinWeJi met, 
J^earn idien, my foul, thy courfe, re/t^k'^dto nih. 
And Tievpr pray /i!iy "wrill — but O oB's, !fc ^/*e. 



Copies, for Children to learn to write; 

TH E Bo4fi beauty dwdfc vs\Jhi^e, zoAface^ 
The/outs, in mildnefs, modefty, and grace; 
Th'e^A^t)Ut charms ah Ithfthly lover's eye. 
The laji draws angels, frqill be5''o'Ad the iky ; 
d)«^, f6r anfioMfcnt, man'^s'frit. 'h^alt ptodultS, 
The ofbermzkps your Gody for tver, yours. 



Msvx 
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Advioc to the Vk^ns, ^to guard againfi 
Flattery. 

FAiREST ! forgive the too officious lay, 
TJiat fen4s the mufc; you charm, to fxnQoth 
your way, 
I> tho' admiring^ ad, no lover's part. 
Nor bid foft {o\SiVidi% feduce your lift ning heart : 
Candidly toui^'d, my p^n's obtrufive fear> 
Nor dares ti^Jbcck^ nor ainis to foot b your ear^ 
Nec(tie£$, 'tisjtrue^ to bid fiich nyxnphs, beware^ 
Who ev'xy grace, and virtuie, make their care : . 
Ytij modeft ^excellence will oft defcend. 
To thaxdc, unwanted, caution^ in a friend. 
A faithful pilot^ fervent, in his fears, 
And, trembling, anxious for the worth, h^Jleers. 
Twere morial pain, to fee fuch beauty mourn, 
By.bold diftrefs, or iaxpious falfchood, torn. 
Love's gay delufion tempts, a thoufand ways ; 
N0W7 "UH^undsy with foftnefs 3 now dejir^-i^^ with 

praite* * , 

Thy veil, Q Fhtt'ry ! hides a traitor's hearty 
' And gives up confidence — a prey to art : . 

L 4 Unbridled 
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Unbridled youth, to cojifequcnccs, Wind^ 
Indulging' body^ hears no call of Mind. 
Feeble difcretion, fo, by warmth, o'cr-run, 
DotSy with z peacock's feather J fan the fun. 
Beauty, that trufts too faft, is beauty's bane, 
A felf-betrayer, that embraces pain. 
Oh ! hear,^ fufpicious, when the lover fues ; 
She moft attraSis^ who longefl: can refufe. 
Poize the try*d terms, on which his hope de- 
pends, 
Prop'd, on the parent's council, and the friend^ s : 
So, leznmg fq/e, and wanting fpace, to jir ay ^ 
Love's guardian angels crown your nuptial day. 
Or, ihould the gilded hypocrite, at lail. 
Show, that he meant your fpotlefs fame to blaft ; 
Fly the found tempter, each low lure defpife. 
And lift your heart's wrong'd wifh abtroe fur- 

pri2*. 
Nature, that form'd you lovelieft, doubly kind. 
To like perfedtion, rais'd your conquering mind. 
Fram'd you to truthy to ''oirtue turn'd ypur taficy 
For honour y drefs'd you, and, for reverence ^ grac'd. 
Freedom regained, purfuethe fhining track. 
And leave the bafe repenter, to his rack. 

Then,* 
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Then, ilefs th^vcr&y that from fufch ruia^fiivU 
An artlefs conqu'ror, by fuccefs^ c|i£lav*d : 
Now, happy,, paiolefs hours fliall un-perplex 
The beJi4ov'd pattern of the ;/w^/r^ fex. ^ r ; ^' •; 



Lesbia's LamentaUpn, ,<?/? the^ Death of 
her Sparrow ; altered from Mr. 
Cartwright. 

TELL me not pfy^,— There's pciBc, 
Now my little j^^mw'i, gon^ ? 
He, juft like you, 
Would t9y, and woo : 
He would chirp, and flatter me 5 . 
And, 'till he faw me.look^ zndfmiie^ 

Lord !^ haw Julkn ^e would be I 

n. 

He would catch a crumb, and then, ^ 
Sporting, let it go, agam ;, 

He, from my lip. 
Would fit, and fip, 

From 
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F^bm avf plcite, lie iD▼^d to feed^ 

• J2^, maa'd liop, snd /^«rp woidd run, 
And ev*ry look, »)d modoA,. faeod, 

^Till myi^ay'hearthc w<^» .« - 

— -im — - 

O i how,cagcr he would fight ! 
And never tor/, ^6' «ffen ^nftfl ' - 

He p^vh'd} at^ 1 
Upon my gl^. 
And ev'ry thing, I did, would do : 
Ruffling, now, his feathers, all, 
'Ndw, ds fudden> 4et thtbi fell, ' • 
And, thfefli gww pr4>ud, acnrd/iviV *em, too. 

: iv: 

Wou'd'st thoti, Cupid, resich a heart. 
With his feathers, wing thy dart : 

Love might, that way, 
Sute wounds convey. 
But my faithful bird is gone j 
^Mournful turtles, ihurmur on. 

Hop, yo Hied-^bnajls, o'er his ilone ; 
Ccafe to^^, and learn to murrif 



*n)e M E S s' E N G E R. 

GO, happy pkper ! gbAtly y^ftrf; 
And, foft, b«W«h he# paibw, lit : 
There, in a-ditifni> iHf Yeyt rev^y 
A love, that awe muft, elfe, conceal^ 
zXi iileni vtuubi, to tiis. 

|Shou4.A ifea, vaJkiMeSy thy hope <:«nfigii, ^ ^ : 

Thy fufFring moment foon expires 5 
A icmget polft, ala^sl is mme. 
Condemned, in eridlefe wot, to pifife, 

RpT, if incKn'd to hear, and Ibiefe, 

While, in her heart, foft pity ftifs^ 
TdUi iier — hiw bis^tics tiii^t xbmpel 
A bermify to forfake his r^//, 

Awd change his hcav*n, for bers^ 

Oh ! tell her — were her treafures mme. 
Nature, and art would court my aid ; 
The painter* s colours want her Jhine ; 
The rainbow's brow not half fo fine. 
As her fweet eye-lids fliadc ! 



By 



k 
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By day, the fun might fpare his^rays ; 

"Nojiar make evening bright ; 
Her op'ning eyes, with fweeter blaze^ 
Should mcafure all my fmiling days^ 
And, ifihe^^^Z/twere night. 



To Dr. Atkins, on his Birth-day. 

/T^ O a length of new birth-days, your health 
•*" we drink round. 

In this glafs of good punch, may your ficknefs 

be drown'd ; 
YouVc infur'd a long life, by your gout held fo 

faft, . 

And your 'grand climaderic, this morning, o'er- 

paft: 
So, weVe nothing to wifh you, but blifs, at a 

flay, ^ 

'Till the nation hates bribes^ and her rogues run 

away. 



"The 
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V 



7i5^ Mif-grounded Compaflion. . 

YO U'V E heard it, and read it, a million of 
times, 

That men ,are made up of delufionSy and crimes. 

Look over old ftories, and fearch all the neWy 

You'll find, in love^trufts^ not a man of us, true. 

Then, why this reproachful^ and termagant face ? 

Why fp feelingly jvercCy for another's difgrace ? 

Oh I I learn, by your blujhy the true caufe ot 
your pain. 

You were bity by the tooth againft which you 
complain. 

What a pity, this fenfe of a fufferer^s fate. 

Came a little toof)omey and a good deal too late ! . 

Had you felt, for 2l friend ^ e*er yourfelf was be- 
tray d, . 

Such a well-tim'd concern might have made 
you afraid ; 

And the caution your own^ tho* another" s^ the evil,, 

Yx>\x had fefcly defy'd lovey old apes, and the devil. 



On 
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On tha Death, of the Czarina, W^e td 
Peter tke Great. 

^T^EfUS, ttf the Iotag4ov'd partner of |ii* 
^ reigit. 

Spoke great jHeSciowiti^ in deatfi's laftpaih ;' 
Now, te the world's vaft cinpirc yours, alpne % 
She heard — re-claim*d his breaft, and fcortfd 

hi$ throne^ 
Glad, to the realms of ligbti a j^UfiyJhefe^^ 
Found her loft lord, and charmed him, ttf her 

view. 
O! check th' amazemeftt, iii your loofc$, £^c 

Nor blaiyie th*impatient hafte, with ^klcfi, I dy'^d. 
Kind was your troft — but, whi^n yqu ceasi'd to 

Jhare^ 
You left the world^ you |;ave, beneath my catpy 



^SOJifG, 
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I. 

/t ^ Damon fat by Sihia'% fide 
*^ Aiid watched her eyes, with arn'rousprfdcj 
He gently ^bow'd his leaning head, . 

And, while it preft 

Her charming brcaft. 
Thus, the tranfported j^^i&^r^ faid* 

II. 

Thou fmiling caufe of reft, and pain f 
The youth, who loves not, lives in vam. 
What charms have eyes^ where wiflies meet! 

Where fouls combine, . 

And two hearts join, 
Hope is unbounded ; joy complect. 

HI. 

No lamiy of all the kkfitihg care, 
Looks /of tery than diy^^ocx- arc t. . 
Poffeffing thee, by thee, .poffcft, 

I fear no pain; . 

I wi(h no giupr;; 
. ' WJipiHhat's in heav'n, would more be bleft ? 
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' I. 

WH I L £, ia the Mali, my Celia (hone, 
And drew th' adoring world, to gaze, 
A wanton gnaf came, buzzing, on. 
To gambol, in her blaze. 

• 

Enliv£n*d, by her lucid beams. 

And urging Wifs, too nigh, 
Th' attradlive beauty s powVful ftreams 

O'crwhclm'd him, in her eye. 

III. 

The glewing orb, fwift, catching fire ^ 
Now heat was mix'd, with light ; 

The wing, that durft fo high afpire. 
She rubb**d to ^fi^ in fpite. 

IV. 

Mean while, the clouded fight fhone dim ; 

Her furfy through mijis^ appears j 

Moift anguijh rofe, above the brim^ ^ 

And flowed away, in tean^ 

' O, gtwtl 
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... V. 
O, gnat I too happy, thus, to die ! 

My Celia weeps thy fate ; 
She iilis me, ey'ry day ^^ yet, I 

No pity can create. * 

VI. 

MYSTERiousy?Ar/ by cuftom, led, 

Meer fri^(f J, moft to prize ! " 
O, truth, to turn a lover's head ! 

They murder men^ and weep, {orgies. 



77>e Kiss, through ^Window. 

SA V* D, on a fhoal, the fhip-wreck*d failor 
ftands. 
And views, with watiy eyes, and wringing hands, 
Soul-chearing profpefts, from the nieghbVing 

lands ; 
But if he tempts the waves, he toils in vain. 

Big, buoyant billows rife between, and float him 

back again. 

Vol. IIL M Oh! 



V 
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Oh ! iliailifcful lofs of an invited kifs ! 
Can brittle glafi impede fo near a blifs ? 
Frail is our amVou& i^^ if. love mu&bb 
Subf<^rvient to a thing) fo. we^k, as ^$6 t 
We knew, de/oKCy nor foi|ght % aifl to fVOYc^ 
That light's a natural ^az^ioji to Iwe ! 
JQnt'no'Wy thy malice does new arts employ 5 
Fir/ij give the ^ej^f , /i&<?»dafh the profFer'dyoy. 
Thus, abfent/»wwiv dr«|m, they rafs^the^^* 
Of fomc dead partrj^j wIk^ they value nioft : 
But when, withiqg'fliipgafp|S|^tlMfy r^fll tpgfcqjl^ 
And, ^iiwjf *4:in.mujtiLjaI;giTa|p,^wQuld Wfnodly. meet, 
Cold blafts of wind divide the flarting pair, 
A nd t he thin phantom flows away> in air* 



Epitaph, on the Tomb of HaNRV Jr^ 

NEGA^N, Efqy 

AL L, that accomplijh'd body lends mankind, 
Erm.earfky receiving, he, to effrtk:t^g(^A^ 
jilh tbet.e.'ei; grac'd a foul, from heav'n^ he drew, 
And took back, with him^ as ap angel's, due. 

Writ 
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tj^rit on a Glafs Window^ 

LET himj whofc preifent fortune gives him 

Scorn die Itiw^ vulgar cuftom, to complain : 
All, that with--holdshis 'wijh^ the brave will break. 
Of, fitent, ^Mr ^ofe dhains, 'tis i^t^iojhake. 



"The Happy Man* 

HIGH, o*er the -grinding of a clifiy fliorc. 
From whofe w>m fteep, the baclCmng 
furges roar ; 
Freeman •— fweet lot ! in quiet plenty, lives ; 
Rich, in the tmbought wealth, which nature givcs^ 
^ Uh-pIanCed groves rife, round his fhclter'd y?i?/» 
\ And fclf-fown fl^rs attrad his wand Ving feet ; 
Lengths pf wild garden his near views adorn. 
And far^fecn fiields naave^ with domeftic corn. 

The grateful berds^ which his own pafturas 

Pay their aik'd lives, and, in due tribute, bleed. 

M 2 Here, 

f 



164 Original Pot Ms. 

Here, in learn'd leifure^ he relaxes life, 
'Twixt prattling children^ and a fmiling wife. 
Here, on dependant want^ he (heds his care, 
Maves, amidyJw/7r^, and all, he hears, \sprayr. 
The world lies rqund him, like a fubjedt foft, , 
Stor'd, fof his fervice, birt, beneath his toti ■ 

. Hence, in a morning walk, his piercing eye 
Skims the green ocean, to the circling fky. 
And marks, at diftance, fome returning^//, 
Wing'd, by the courtihip of a flatt'ring^ale. 
The fearlefs crew, concluding danger o'er. 
With gladdening ihouts, falute the opening fliorc. 
They think how, beft, they may their ^ains em- 
ploy, ' 
And antedate thin fcenes of promised joy. ' 
'Till a near qnick-^Jand checks their fliorten'd way, 
And tYiQ funk mnjis point thro' the n6ngfpray. 
Freeman ftarts, fad! revolves the changefoi fight, 
Where niisry can, fo foon, fucceed delight ; 
. Then, (hakes his head, in pity of their fate^ 
And fweetly confcious, hugs ^is hajppier ftate. 



ne 
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'The Fowcr of Royal Pity. 

-Verfes^ maJf for a young Gentleman in Defpair^- 
andjfi'nf to ^een Caroline, by N. C— p— r. . 

FR/QM a moift bank, beneath a filcnt fhade, 
Whofe: darkening /^r^i6 depending willo^vs 
made, 
A deadHd^ofed youth, - in day's cool dawn. 
Weary jof/Vj/wZ/jj^and, from woes^ withdrawn. 
Long, on 'the {\i\\en Jurjace, fix'd his view^ 
And figh'd — rcfolv'd to bid loath'd life adieu. 

'Tis but tQfibiagey he cfy'd, one moment, there y 
Saves fXif^StomJorroWy and put-leaps defpair. 
Cover'd, with calmnefs, in this lulling bed, 
No^tfr'fliaUi reach my be^art^ no pain^ my bead: 
TerroTi 2ihdL^0me, zndwdnty fhall, with me, die^ 
And a^gu^he no. more alive, than /• • . 

Ye^t^ 0^ tiear mot^A^r wiJ my death dijlrefi^ . 
Whom JDmw/ij^. live fot,!cc[uld.I live, to blefs ! 
Her tQM"^OTe[ tortures iyfh\ch I cannot bear i 
H^r .Qh»rp»a>g^e .«w(fe^,:and her vVafits defpair. 

M 3 Just 
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jusT, at this wpr4 tin? dear ^^r^^r came ; 
Picrc'd thp deep gloom^ and catch'd the fatal W«r. 
Trembling, with horror ^ yct^ by Ityve^ impeir<3, - 
Timely, fhe grafp'd him ; and, cowvu^^y held : 
Ah I Ipt Kie l^<f thee, thp* ^* %^i(heesyWi 
Life hw m w»pt, but wM'^^ ^F ^'^i Ai^P^'^ V 
Wretched, wV^ thee, there's reccmpence, in fain j^ 
And bl^fe'ii. "^itkout thee, I were ble&'di^ in vaia. 
HopCjjiifferj thinks rejatoeyfuhnit^ contend z 
Move every /a? ^--follieit cteiy friend f 
Pie.not^ thttfi young -r^c'cr balfgm days are paft^ 
Zw^ has .long years to come : death pulls too ffl^. 
I will ts^feet diftre&, whflej^oi^ af0 kind $ 
Nor ^^^ a jcyj^lfife i^rorld, ^^ lcav«, behind. 

See ! he advis 'd : turn, there ^ your h(^lefi eye, 
View thofe fiK^et rifingihadea, that j^ead fo iiigh. 
^inky did thttxrt^l planter hear ihy pnpjr'r, . 
How would ^^ pity npiy poor heart'? d^fpair ! 
She^ the beid wife^ heft ^Qtbefy ddu^er^ fueen f 
Ah ! that ihe, now, beheld this dreedSis^,fMie! 
Think on her fmilei •?-^ and do l^ut ^v^, to try! 
^nd^ if that hc^ prp¥f;ft vM»>r rr* /» too, wBl <ir. 
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^ Ofr* ; m Xkfii^ iff Mr. VheaM^ 

^m *Vq Detiiii, at fie ¥mfl 'bfthi 

• ^ns'of the Clergy, '<fn Feb, i, t^^2/ 

I. 

So Bmid, to ^hfe (?(*rf, wlto tbuch'Sfiis ^re, 
tltt: G«f, whd dM, at toc6 ihiptrt 
TTiejM^j^ numbers, ittd ^^fHj^ee^ fire. 

Taught ttie ^ving'd Mbejtiiy tri aTpir^ 1 
The ^IttogiitS of m^n, in g:<Jd-fike icitihcfe, hi lung, 
And wft/cVtlievotibri, for Art ihgfel'is ton^ie. 
At onde, "«rith |)ow'Htii 'W&di, ind fkilftkl a/>, - 
Thcprieftly king (who knewthc weight of pray *r): 

To his high purpofe, inatch'd his care. 
To Hiaib^p concords; tun'd his inorial lays. 
And, with a found, UKe heav'tis^ gave heaVn its 

It 
WAilit has thy>»/, en^CiS/ flcipt, fince the^ } 
Or, thi-b' what lengths of deep creation, led, 
Hal hdair'n itelulg'd th'all-darmg pow'r, to tread ? 
On other globes, to o/^^ forms of men, 

' M4 ' Haft 
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Haft thou been fent, their maker's n»me to fprcad ? 
Or, o*cr fome dyltag orby ih tuneful dread, 
Vf^h^mmg judgment yVf^'d, tji' unwilling a[r^f 
Qr, have new worlds, from wandering c^meUy rais'd, 
Heardf and leap'd fprth, aiid, intp heiRg^ blaz'd. 

I«. 

Sa^:, fecred^nj^/^ of fonig! . 

Where haft thou hid thyfelf io long l ' > 
Thou foul of Hande^ thro' what fliining way, * 
Loft to our eartlj, fince David's long-paft d?ty,; 
Did'ft thou, for ,all this length of ages, ftray I . 
What wond'ring ^«^^/i.haft thoubrcath'd among, 
Bynoneqf all th' immortal choir, out-fung, , 

IV, 
But, 'tis enough 3 fince thpu art bere^ again \ 
Where thou haft wander'd, gives no pain: 
We heary yftfeel — thou art returned once more, 
With mufick, mightier than before : 
As if, in ey'ty orb, 
Fr^pm, every note of' gods y which thou wei?t fhqwn. 
Thy fpirit did th' harmonious pow'r abfqrbi; , 
And inake. the .moving airs of hcav'n, thyo^ 

• . ^ ^ - ' Aft! 



V. 

As ! give thy pa/sport to, the naticm's pray'r j 
Ne'er did religion* s languid fire 
Burn faiijter-r- Beyer more require! : . 

The aid of fuch a fam'd enliv'ner's care. 

Thy powV csin force xh6jiubborn heart, to feel y 

And roufe thfe luke-Warm' doubter into xed. i \. 

. . • • VI.:. ••;: v . . . . ; 

TBAcir US'* td^ pray, as Ddwii ptty^dy before ; 
Lift our thank/giving to th' Almightfs throne, 

Ia:aumfcers, likeMs^dWn, c. r 
> J T^^cb ua yet moi« j^^-^ ^ 
Teach us, undying charmer ! to^amp^fe^^ 
Ourinbrecf ftori&s, and 'fraj^lmj^nding-woibs, 
< . Lull our wanton -hearts to eafe s 

. Teach happinefeito 'fieajei *.• ' 

And, fince thy notes can ne'er, in vain, implore. 
Bid 'em ^^-r^foat un-reftirig/^^/W o'er : 
Infpirei^Qntenti andrpeac-c, in each proud breaftj 

Bid . the ;iinwiHiiig khd Jie bleft : 
If.aught, we imfhfnr^ feeims to6 long to ftay;. • 
Bid us believe, that heav'n beftknovirs its day: 
Bid us fccureljr- reap tho ^oodi we mctf^ / 
NotJooh to other's haughty hopes^ throw our own 

peace avray. 
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To tbt Tune nf^ I diy bonny Jodty, 

I. , , 

OThat e'er I knew thee ! XMVf, no more J 
woo thee, 
Charmer of my foul .! I muil awajr, 
Mmmr novr demands me --^ Iwe of thee with^ 
ftsmdsdiei : 
Teli me» whjich of ihefit, I miift obey ? 
Alas ! I wottld with-hold thee -^i^ ftrer# thus; en-^ 
fdld thec,( 
BiH I dare not Hay thi^ -^^^ no «^.I yield ; 
Glory, andpromotian r*- call thee o'er the ocean, 
Go> be bravei andi ootnqucr ^^ grace thfe field. 

\L 
$TAY, thou hafty rw^r--flay, thoa.firo% loT^f > 
Turn, and eaib a heart, that breaks with pain : 
What, if death ihouMl r^aeb thee ^^ go not, I 
befeechthees 
^ Honour is neheat-^^-' Oh t turn again. 



Since danger muft overtake Aec -— why did na- ' 
turc make thee 

Sweeter far, than eyes c^cr faw before ? 
^tf» is maid's deceiver-- W;zj her, but to Jem» h^r^ 

Never, If I loofe thee, fmilc I oiore. 

J m, 

T^L ?nc true, fincerely — maids, who love {q 
dearly. 
But there ne'er was maidy yet, lov'd like me. 
Tell me^ bota'd you kfe him ? •^ wou*d you 061 
accufe him ? . 

Woii'4 ypu Mt refufe, to &t himfitie ? 
8hili I, who love his glory -^- blot hi» namej,^ 
fromftory? 
Man wad made to guard his country'^ Arae^ 
She, who (o reftrains him — for difgraee, d^ 
' tains him, 
Shall a lov^, like his, be paid, with daame ^ 

IV. - ' 

Gq, my brieve alarmer !— go, my daring charmer! 

Go, and come again, with ten-fold grace : 
Fight^ to blcfs, and iave me — foes &all no'er 
enflaveme; 

To no chaipji but yo^rsj^ my pride gives placet 



I \ 
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Oil. I wljat tender greeting, at our happy meeting. 

Will our leaping hearts each other give !^ 
Tou, with triumph^ blazing — /, with rapture, 

,.; gazing, ' . 

Lov'd^ and Ipving long, we both fhall live. 



lie Wedding Day. 

r ' \ 

^^TTI WAS one Ma^ morning, when the doud$ 

JL undrawn. 

Exposed; t»*»ked chayn^e, the waking dawn j 
Whiea night-falUn- dev«^6, by day $ warm court- 

fliip, won, 
Froitt j:eefeingr^y^l, cKmh'd, to kifs the j(^;?* 
,Natu^«*ilc?vv-bloirom>ij_fhed her odours :rpund ; 
The -dew-bent /rZ/wr^/^ kifs'd the .breeasp-fwept 

grpimd. . * 
The watchful cock had, thrice, proclaim'd the day. 
And glimmering fun-beams faintly forc'd their. 

.w^y;. . ^- . .;. 
Whcn^ join'rd, in band,.znd hearty to church w;e 

Mutual> in vonus^ and prisoners, by confenf. 

JurC'- 
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Jurelids heart beat high, with mix'd alarms, 
But trembling beauty glo w'd, ^yith double chartiisr. 
In her foft breaft, ai modefi ftruggk rofe, 
How {he fhould feem to like the lot, (he cbbfe. 
' kfmiley fhe thought, would drefs her looks too gay ; 
A frown might feem too fa jy and ^la/l the day : 
But, while nor tbisy nor thaty her will cou'd bow. 
She walk'd, and look'd, and charm'd — and knew 
not bow. 

Our handsy at length, th* unchanging;^ bound. 
And our ^zAfiuk fprung out, to mtttiht founds 
JoySy mcetingjoySy unite, and ftronger fhine. 
For paffion, purify' dy grows balf divine. 
AuRELiA, thou art mine, I cry'd — zndfbe 
Sigh'd foft — now, Damon, thou art lord of me. 
But, wilt thou, whifper*d^^, the knot now, tfd^ 
Which only death's keen weapon can divide^ 
Wilt thou, ftill mindful of thy raptures paft, 
• Permit the fummer of love's hope, to lafi? 
Shall not cold wiht'ry frofts come on too foon ? 
Ah, fay ! what means the world, by boney moon f 
If we iofhort a fpace our blifs enjoy. 
What toils doe% lovey for ^//^ poor month, enaploy? 

Women^ 



J74 OtioliiiiAi. ?oBat4^ ' 

JFomfn^ lAkxA u$'d, like iuUles, Uown whh di/i 
dm, tadiek cwfwatd dsarms^ a fun^guilt glares 
Like them, we gHiteVy to the (fiftant cjrc ; 
But glrafp'd likfr thetiH) we do \>\xtiveep and i£^. 

Lest more, faid I^ thou (hpud'ft profane the 
blifs; 
rU feal thy dangerous lips, with this chfe kifs i 
Not thus, the heaven of Marriage hopes ^//T/^i&^^^i 
But learn from me to fpeak on this l<yo'd theme. 
There bofoe been wedlock joysi <Jf fwift decays 
lake Itgbfmn^y feeni at once, and fhot awa3r : * 
But tbeirs were hopes^ which, all unfit to pair^ 
Ukcjire^ and powder^ kifi'd, and flafh'd, tp-air. 
^Thy^ foul, and minc^ by mutual courtflup, woq. 
Meet, Mke twQ mingling flames^ and make but one* 
Union of bearts, not bands f dde& marriage makef; 
'Tis f^mpathy of x»/W keeps love awake. 
Our growing days inCreafe of joy Aall know. 
And thick-fown r<>^r^j leave no room, fbf wr.f^ 
fifew, the foft fwelling viney fhall fruitful laft,; 
J^ tibe ftrong ^, will prop thy beauties fait : 
^bou flialt Barowjweets^ to foftcn life's rot^b way, * 
And, when hot paffions my proud wifhes fway,] 
TlhOiy like fome breezey ihall, in my bofom, play* 



flm^ % protc^ioii, ibi^ on m^ depend} 
.A{u} /, on tbee^ for a fbft,^ faithful frien4« 
I, ia AuBXWA, £halLfor 6ver view, 
At once, my care^ mj fear^ my camfort^ 190 ! 
7^e?z/ flialt firft partner, in my pkafures^ be, 
BntaJlmy ^'n^ Cball^ /^^i>e knowa to i^. 

AuRELiA h^rdf and view'dme>.with i^fmk^ 
Which feem'di at once, to cberifii and remk ! 
O, GodofLGv^ ! fbe ery'd, whatyey^ were tfatnc^ 
If j// life's raoe were wedding-^ys^ Hia^miitel 

I H I ifc— pw^wuMi I I I t il I I ■■ ! I I ■! i t \m^mmmr» 

/ 

Tjbe D R E A M« 

S Low-rising mght kid her black flag un^ 
farld, , 
Aod fpread \\ttfiofy nifintle o*er the world ; 
^ The ^waning moon flied pate, a fickly light, 
Andftars fcarce twinkled; todi* enquiringj%-^/* 
Half the loft earth, by darkncjfs, over-run, 
Wept^ in cdd dews, the abfence of the ftm* 
The ^^w^ were huAx'd 5. t\i^ winds forgot to roar, 
iktt^Jiorms^ detach'd, in breezes, cours'd tixtjhoar. 

The 
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The itiix'd creation Was involv'd in Ikep ; 
Fi/hes rolled, Jlam&^Hng'^' tliTo' the ftagnate deep, 
Bea/is^ iirdsj ar\dferpeftts^ various ieds poflcft. 
Some, in thick woods, fome, in dark c^verhs^ reft; 
AntipnthieSy in commbh fleep, took part ; 
Care curs'd not thought^ and woe forgot ttifmart^ 
Immerg'd in reji, my drowfyfenfes lay, 
And death's proud image pra<9:is'<i, on my cla^. 
But whik, difdainful of the mean contrm!^ 
No duU dejires invade my wakeful fout-^ 
A<aivc, die* infpirer, Ikilfal to purfue, 
Thro' the wild tracks of mazy meniry\ flew ; 
^There^ Icatter'd images to unioa brought. 
And forai'd this wondVous ^oifion^ to my thought: 

I FOUND myjfelf atdead of deepeft night, 
Cheard^ by no glimmering jj^ezrjJ of remnant %M 
Lock'd, in that antient, venerable pih^ 
Which holds her/i^rrW ^«j^, who, lately bkjioyxt 

Afcending damps the gloomy co7tcave€a\x^t. 
And hung, imprifon^d^ to th' impervious ^^z^iSf : 
While my /hod feet trac*d, fwift, the duiky n?W, 
Hotxit echoes multiply'd the trampling found, 

the 
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The fweattng ftones diftill'd a noifome dew. 
And cBTthy /cents my death-fed nojlrils drew. 
Cold frofts ofy^^r pierc'd, keeiij thro' ev'rypart. 
And (hiv'ring agues ftiook my ice-bound heart. 
A hollow w/W, from whift'ling murmurs^ bore 
Its gathering din more high, and ftrove to roar ! 
The tattcr*d trophies fann'd the prifon'd air. 
And chill amazement' f\,iffen*d\xp my bain 

While fix'd, I flood, intent onrumilings near,' 
And diftant groans alarm'd my aking ear. 
Sudden, the temple fhone, with rufhing ligbf^ 
And new-born terrors overwhelmed my fight, 
Gbojisj from the loosening pavement^ raised their 

head. 
And yawning graves difclofe thtir Jhrouded dead. 
Shot up, in ftreams, a mift of, fpirits rife. 
As morning exhalations ftreak the fkies. 
Soul-freezing horror tingled through my blood. 
And curdling yj'^^r bound hard the vital flood. 
Unbending nerves their dyif?g vigour loft, 
And drooping life fcafce held her dangerous poft. 
Large drops of fweaty from every finger y flied. 

And the whole frame of nature Ihook with dread, 

.... ^ 

Vol. III. N From 
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From the eaji end, where mouldering mo^ 
' narchs lie, 

And worms y luxuriant, feiaft on royalty ; 
Where each proud tomb foriie dull: of princes 

bo^fts, 
Therb marches out a troop of fov'reigri gh/ls / 
Each^ in his fliadowy hand, a fcepter brings, 
Th' acknowledg'd mark" of pow>, in living kings^ 
A glitt'ring diadem each forehead wore ; 
Their robes trail'd,, loofe, and fwept the bomur^'d 

floor !) 
With flow, and fliately jffride, the liionarchs f ready, 
And ev*ry mtzntv fpirit bows its heiad. 
In foremofi: rank^ as lateft known to Jame^ 
The grave-brow'd ghofl: of aweful Anna came ^ 
Calm, and ferene, the fi!lent walks they trace^ 
And halt,' regardful, at each folemn place r 
Vifit each tomby and in myfterious fl:ate. 
Hail the dry remnants of the wafted great. ^ 

This pomp of death, thus, wore half nighf 
away. 
And came, af length, where Denmark's body; 

lay: " 

There' 
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There Anna ftaid, and looking, careful, round. 
With (haddwy fcepter^ touched the confcious 

ground. 
'Tisftrange, fliefigh'd,thati&^, whomiHoft I blefl!. 
Has never thank! d me, fince I came to reji. 

The willing ^/6e?/? hi^ptarbly fetters broke, ^ 
And.rofc up, flowly,.at the pow'irful flroke : 
An air ^forrow bent his ferious beady 
Kb eyes fame feeming tears, reludtant, flied. 
With 'folded izr/^j, and difcontented ib^^. 
Thrice bbw'd he, gcnlJy, land thus> faintly, fpoK^: 

Hail, * hdppyjkaik / reft hertr, unforc'd^ to 

•rtign,. : .' . : . --:^: 

Nor toil, to fave a ftubborn land, in vain : 
How did juft///y fweeten thy controul ! 
tiow did'ft thou ftrain thy virtue-propping foul I 
How did'ft thou wifh th* unfinifh*d courfe to run! 
And adt, in will^ what pow'r has left undone ! 
For tbisy fince dedth, detraction wounds thy fame, 
And infolent reproach corrodes thy name. 
Ungrateful people I un-repenting Jiate ! 
Haft thou, O §lueen 1 deferv'd th' ungentle fate ? 

N a He 
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He ccas'd : — Each /^'w;arg* monarch (hod 

bis head. 
While Jhe^ to wbcxn he fpbke, thtos, anfw*ringi 

faid : 
0» Denmark: ! ivonder not at ills, like thofcf 
Angth^ if crowned in England^ wou'd havey^^i / 
Defcrt, like rttinc, with living glorica paid. 
Can fear noy?a»^<?/, when become a ;^«^<?. 
Ifaught^s leftwanting to my people's prayV, 
Mourn not th' unfim/h!d progrcfs^ of nay car€* 
Vfhtn princes fome .wi{h-d good, in vainl piirfuey 
By them not done, 'tis left for bemfn to do. 
rLet'us, in peace, enjoy bur filent bed. 
Truth always triumphs^ when (he fbrves thtf 

dead. 



fit 
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BORN in 4n age, whoa virtue veils herface» 
And bold corruption turns the blufh on 
£race,i 
Where reptile g^xxm winds, at powers contPouI, 
And fortune's whelmy tides engulph the foul : 
Whtre fenfe^ Jby J?tf//'ry 5 ihame, %y want , is 

weighed. 
And fervile poets malce their art a trade^ 
Bife, gen'rouB mufe! outrfoaf the venal view; 
For, praifeis infiilt^ where *tis giv'n undue. 
Tho* penfion*d fame caa fawn, 'till fools are 

taught 
To boaft th*ia?puted wit^ thjeir brib ry iougbt 5 
Yet, mapg to man's refpe(3t> is rais'd, not Aorn, 
And di^Unefs^ dignify'd, but doubles fcorn. 
Ah! narrow hearts! thstf know not wifdoni'5 

weight, 
But, impudently, call the proud, the great. 

iSfTREAD the broad wings of tru^i) impartial 

mufe 1 

Dace a new th^me— nor, now, let fancy .chufc. 

N 3 tSeriQUs, 
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Seriotts, and fad, the faults of cuflom mendj 
To fricndlefs genius fame's due fuccour lend. — • 
If, in fome dufky corner, thou (halt find 
A ragge4 fortune hide a noble mind, 
Difperfe the cloud j 2^nd be the labour tbine^ 
To teach the {hame-fac'd virtue, how to fhine. 

Qr, fhopld fome wealth-cncumbpr'd cht4rl 
with4iold 
Th' enliv'ning ufe of un-partaken goldy 
If, meanly proiid, the wretch difdains to weigh 
The wife man's wants, againft the treafur'd clay^, 
With ceafelefs fatire, goad his- fneaking foul, 
'Ti|l his pride, fuffring, ^ives his tafte contreul. 

Then, niufe ! fronj life's his) wrongs, indig- 
nant, turn. 
With loftier flame, for fuiPring nations^ burn, 
Ow flatter* d fifitefmeny fcowl a patriot eye ; 
.Strip their badg'd poetSy when they write^ to lie. 
If, rais'd by chance, fome tarnijher of fway, 
Blund'ring throughyS//?i, miftakes th* unwinding 

way. 
If, lumb'ring clogg'd, he drags, be-mir'd, along, 
Qovors^ to be fafe — yet, injures^ to be ftrong, 



Tell Mm, — that hair-breadth 'fcapes^ and life- 

long fear, 
JBuy pow'r, and pomp, and infamy, too dear. 

Pass, pafs, thefe fiilph'ry meteors, of a day ; 
Their blaze too dangerous ! and too /c/?, their way! 
On funs, not cometSy fix thy eagly ken, ' 
Touch the prbud hearts of monarchy into men. 
Thence, flows contagion : light muft generate 

light, ' 

Or mimic millions catch the roy^l blite : 
Kings, who are kings, fhed luftre o'er mankind ; 
But dim-ey'd princes make whole nations blind* 
—•So, god-like Cjesar rul'd ungrateful Rome^ 
And ihort-liv'd virtue fhot a blafted bloom : 
But, when lewd Nero ftain'd imperial fway^ . 
Vicey with a rapid ftream, fwept fhame away. 

Le t the low mufe, that ftrikes the venal ftrings, 
Tune her tame lyre, and fwell the pomp of kings, 
Undreading, thouy where'er the ,cenfure falls. 
Enter proud Palaces imperious walls. 
There,— good, or ^vW—feize ih' unfliadow'dy^^, . 
And call truth, trutby however princes aft. 

N 4 ;SuB* 
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Sublimely fir*d, I fnatch the glorious aim f 
'Twcre great, indeed, to give the royal^ feme ! 
But, — where, O fpotlefs light, of reafon's e)re! 
Where; among princesy wilt thou greatnefs fpy ? 
Shall Britain's boa^ overload my lab'ring lines ? 
No — with known force, domeftic glory (hines! 
Flatt'ry were bafe : and needlefs the defign, 
To fay, (to angels) heav'n is all divine. 

Northward, departing mufe, extend thy 

flight i 
There, a new fun inflames the land of nigbt ; 
There, arts and arms, the worlds ffjlb empire raife j 
There, datelefs times fhall hail my prophet praifc: 
Thy liney great Czar ! (hall ftretch that Ihort- 

en'd name, ' 

To more than Cjesar^j powV, and all his fame. 
Taught, by thy plans, to reign, vidtorious, Ml, 
And lengthening down, through time, thy death- 

lefs fkill. 
Legions of king.<, fhall wait their doom-ful nod, 
As hofts, from Mojes, watch'd th' infpiring Gkxl ! 

O ! pride, 



Orisinal Poems. iBg 

O ! pride, celefiial, of my ihufe's praifc I 
Ihu J beft invoked 1 — infpirc my rifing lays. 
Kindle my glowing foul, with fires, like thine. 
And kndine light y to make my offering fhine j 
Tho* right to mark, how tow'ring e^^/^j fly, 
Afks the try'd fharpnefs of an eagle's eye 5 
Tho' high-rais'd view can, beft, a profpedt Jhow^ 
Which he hyitJll defcribes^ who ftands too low ; 
Yet, if, alpiring to the theme, r— I feel 
Thy glory's love propel my trembling zealy 
O, prince ! the grateful arrogance ye^r^/w ; 
No genuine mufe, fo charm'd, czn^ Jilent^ live. 

Perish the pride, in poor diftinftioft fhewn, 
That makes man blind, to bleflings mt bisownf 
Briton and 'Ruffian differ, but in name : 
In nature's fenfe, all nations are the Jame. 
One world, divided, di/lant brothers fhare. 
And man is reaforis fubjeft — every where. 

So, docs dark Nile'% myfterious torrent ftray. 
And oozy wealth, in annual flood, convey, 
Memphia\ rich plains imbibe th' impregnate flow. 
And pleas'd Egyptians fee proud harvefts grow. 

Yet, 
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Yet, while, on Egypt^ partial harvefts fmile, 

Egypt's glad fons eirgrofs not all their Nile. 

Egypt^ and all the world, the river claim : 

Egypt t in influence^ and the world, in fame. 

So, Ruffia fecl$ her Czar's intenfeft beat: 

But, the warm'd world his ^HHnt hrigbtnefs, greet, 

Age5, obfcurely loft to flighted feme, 
Robb'd the dim empire of its bury'd name ! 
One citys bounds ufurp'd her monarch's rights. 
And fhrunk bis thouf^nd ftates, to I^uscovites. 
Un^meafurd realms lay hid, in noifelefs reign. 
And Russia .cover'd half the world in vain ! 
*Till rip'ning time this giant-genius fent ; 
Divinely fiz'd—tp fuit his clown's extent ! 
He brcath'd prolific foul^ infpir'd the land. 
And caird forth order y with direiSlive hand. 
7'beny pow'r 5 whok energy, at once, fpread wide, 
And old oh{iTud:ion funky beneath its tide, 
Tbeny fhad'wing all, the dread dominion rofc. 
Which, late, no bopey and now, no danger knows ! 

Did not, O prince! thy love of art* s foft 
charms 
Suipend the keener influence of thy arms, 

Aftoniih'd 
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Aftonifh'd EuropCy envious x)f thy fway, 
Muft wink malignant, in thy ftream oi day f 
But 'tis thy generous tafk, to fteer thy reign, 
'Twixt the two wide extremes, of mean and vain. 
To teach fierce conq'rors, all, that arts beftow. 
Yet hold back armsy 'till juQicc names the foe. 

Not fo, ofoldy when, ftern, in horrid arms, 
The needy north pour'd forth her Gothic fwarms ; 
Roughly, they wrrV, on arts, they could not tafte. 
And, blindly, laid the tracks of learning wafte. 
This heav'n remember'd, and, with kind com- 
mand, 
Caird for atonement ^ from the barb'rous land. 
The prince, difdainful of his country's crime, 
Quiltlefs, fpring? forward, to un-curfe the clime: 
And, nobly juft, has taught the nations more, 
Than the world's empire ruin'd ^— loji^ before ! 

How vaji the engine ! -— and the force<^ how 
great! 
That ceuld, fo fwiftly, mo<^e fuch pond'roua 

weight ! 
Enormous boaji of kings ! who, — tho' his reign 
^trctch'd empire's cndlefs line, &om main to maini 

Counts 
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Counts not his greatnefs, by his country*s lengthy 
Nor from dependent millions, /^^z/f his ftrcngth^ 
But, to bimfelf(]ikc hcav'n) his effluence owes. 
And gives — not takes —what pow'r from number 
flows. 

Born, for eternal ^i?wri&— and ftor*d with 
fc^emes, 
For whit'iniag time, with ever-blooming themes. 
Wonders on wonders gild a glowing land. 
That, dmoft, ow'd diJiinSiionto his hand 1 
From frozen dimes, where nature, ftifF with cold^ 
Nouriih'd no hope j and time in tears grew old:: 
Warm'd by the monarch's worth, we iifing Taw 
Springs of gay virtue -^ andf ipe fritits of law ! 

Doubly fupreme ! Thy tinreftrain-d controul 
Dircdls the body, and impowrs the foul ! 
While vulgar kings their views fupinely fcan. 
And limit what they would^ by what they can^ 
Thy n(Alerpow*r, with more than mortal fwaj^ 
Commandfi— and makes men able^ to obey ! 

ft 

TxAN&poRTmG thought 1 — let me indulge it 

long, 
Hence, realms grow mighty^ and their influence 
ibong. AhS 
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Ah I why, by givil brbils, fliould patriots Mcecl^ 
For parts in pow'r, they nor enjisyy nor need? 
Lefs faCKaus fubjc<Ss happier freedom fliare ^ 
Mif-reckon'd^wi, in luch a fov'reign's care. 
Slaves are blind buftiers, who, deceived by name^ 
Promote, unknowingly, ihtwfpoiler's aims : 
Who (told, fedition fcts a nation free) 
Hug the new chain — and call it liberty. 
Then — walking galPd, beneath th'' incumbent 

r weight, 
Grindia curb'd curfe, and bear th' knpos'd deceit. 

If j^ jkbmansy by a TJbffeus^ led, 
Their fcatter'^d country's lirength-uniting head ! 
To kiting pr:aife, confign'd his cherifh'd &me, 
And, confcious of his bounty, Wefs'd hi^ name $ 
If hard LycUrgus^jioWj^^mmQttal grown. 
Sheds desthlefs glory round, a reabnkfs throne : 
If, Romulus ! thy memory /triumps, Ml, 
For teaching Rome to roby with fafer Ikill s 
For reining rapine in, from private harms. 
To mightier mifcbief, in ctmf^d^rate arms : 
"What praife, prodigious C^arI fhall dare to 

tread, 
ia aweful circles, near thy facred head ? 

To 
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To whom, not one fmall portion, fingly, kneeh 
In thanks for fep'rate benefits, it feels: ' 

But nations, numberlefs, as Lybian fands, J 

Share the long bounties of thy reaching hands -H 
Thy hands ! to Whonij delighted with thy praife] 
^ God gave not thrones, to reign on— but to raijef 

Thy catching luftre fires the north's wide foul j 
And tl^awt the iCy influerice of the pok* 
The fhaggy Samoidy fliaking off his fnow, 
Warms his cold bfeaft,'with new defire, td 

know. 
The rugged Tartar^ from whofe fwarthy bands 
A gloom of horror us'd to (hade thy ktids, ^ 
Charm d J by thy geii'rous daring/ checks bis own^ 
Afliimcs new nature ^ and adorns thy throne. 
Beams of young learnings aftive as the wind^ 
Radiant, fiameout, and light up half mankind:' 
Stern fuflirftition's mifty ' cloud, difpell'd, 
Quits hef chief throne, through long, dark^ ages, 

heldt 
, And Ruffian arms a glitt'ring terror caft, 
O'er realms, where fcarce the "Ruffian name hid 

pafti . 

Blush, 
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• 

BitSH^ ye bought bards ! of our degenVate 
days, 
Whom penfion proftituteS, to high- way praife : 
Who fear it fruitlefs, for a mufe to roanty 
Thence, poorly, pin your venal hearts, at home / 
The world's fny country: born, no matter where,, 
Man is a denizen of earth and air. 
Native to truth, 'ti? his, all worth, to Jho<Uy 
And love the hoftile virtues oi zfoe. 

. Ah ! how too welak my willing verfe plif flies. 
And flags, beneath new heights, of opening views! 
Touch my charm'd heart, thou! God ! thatdid'ft 

infpire' ' . 

Hh force ! and let me feel th' inlpulfive fire* 
Sunk, amid fens, in fovtMXit'^Jiagnate traft, • 
And curs*d myfelf, with want of pow'r, tb 'aSl^ 
htl me, at leaft defcribe^ with conlcious blaze. 
And, from another's triumph, force y^/w^^ praife.^ 

O ! great, eternal powV, that bounds our minds. 
What circling darknefs human forefight, blinds ! 
Where are the loft eflfefts of ftatefmen's dreams ? 
' Whofc erring envy fpun fuch cobweb fcbemes I 

Long, 



.ip2 Okiginal Poem»* 

Long— «ich vain terror beat om devious road 5 

And figh*d, at growing France^ with falfc fon 

bode : 
While, un-obferv'd, th' exulting northern bear 
Grin'd ovtx gerCral empire^ rifing, there. 

HEiiCEFORTH, let none the ftrcngth of ftatc 

compare : 
Nor what they may be, judge, from what thcj 

are. 
Low the iorits genius^ all his realms the fame : 
The king*s breaft wid'mng^ fwells his throne to 

fame. ' ' 

Then, pow*r eiFulging, diftanc!d equals find, 
That man's whole, boundlefs, difference dwells in 

Mind. 

This truth,— dread dark'ncr of each rival throne! 

Well has thy life's long trad of wonders fhownj 

What fudden^i?^/i have fhadow'd diftant feas, 

With flags, ihzt/iart to powV, and fcorn degmi 

Glooming at pleafure, evVy hoftile fhore, 

Fftr^-trembling nations hear new thunders roar; 

Th' intrepid Swede does fortune^s change upbraid 

Aod fees th' aflaulted enemy invade / 

The 
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The Dane fluids gratitude toq weak for fear, 
And hat€S his ifef^^Vftrength, difplay^d too«?tfn 
The jfurrow'd Baltic a new lord obeys. 
And to firange keeisi reludiant homage, pays^ 
The virgin Cdjpian^ he, bold lover ! w>os. ^ 
Nor vainly, for her ?nvy'd favour fues : 
Gmfp'd to his wifh, fhe has her love confefs*d. 
And giv'ri him leave to wander o Vr her brcaft. 
Ferjia% heaped wealth ihall her huge portion bd| 
And India's fovereigns give her loi^d the knee^ 

From namdefs outlets^ ehdlefs havaLhofls^ 
Black'ning, flill more, the fable Euxine's coaftsj 
Shall teach the Porte's imperial walls to fhakci 
And the hWJultan's iron fccptcr hreaki 
Grecian loft foul fhall be rcftor'd, by thee I 
Grc2LtJaver f fetting emjJire's genius free ! 
Then, Hetlefponty whofe ftream indignant glidesj 
And a fubje<aed -World's t^^o bounds divides; 
Shall feel, while reaching boih^ thy thiihder roars/ 
EuRiJpE and Asia^ treriibling, to her (hores. 
Then) may thy floating empire's conq'ring fweej* 
Ncw-grcct vaft Ruffia^ round th' Atlantic deep* 

Vofc, lit Sdi 
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So, ipSring the feeds of povyV, when 

fown ! 
So, pregnant genius plans the future throne 
Mean wbilc^ ^^2X founder i gathering ilrt 

from tlows. 
They fprcadthy gloryj who thy arms oppc 
The felf-pri^'d lords of China'^ Wftftit lagri 
Feel their pride {hriftk, beneath thy ^rd 

hand I 
The tracklefs wilds ^ which both vaft ftates disj 
Are, ev'n when arm'd with fhivViBg imn 

thine ! 
O'er realnas difmw^ thy furry fquadron^ ^y : 
And bring, at cafe, the dreadful diftance nigh. 
In vain opposed, th' enormous Wall they fee 
Proclaim'd defiance can but quicken Thee. 

ZEMBLAs white 'clifFs — eternal boarc 

Where proud diJctrSry has, lb oft, been hfi \ 
Thro' every period of the world,^'till now, 
Have checked all keels, that would thofc oceafls 
- plow : 

Nature's 
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Nature's lafi barrief ! they all fearch withftood^ 
And bound ambition iip, in freezing blood. 
Referv'ds by Hcav'n, dnd, for thy rfeign, defign'd> 
Thy piercing ey'e fliall that dark passsAge find. 
Or,eaft's dnd A^eft's embrdcirig cdn^vi^Sy Jhown^ 
Join two emerging worldis i and bcJth, thy own. 

S^ropi hcidlong toufc ! —Ah ! whither ^oud'fl 
thou go ? 
Look down, with daiitioh, on the deptbs\k\o^l 
Profpedls, too haji\ the rafh prefumer fright j 
And, dazzlin^i wound an uncolleftcd fight. 
Congratulate, a whilcj our church* s gain. 
And, niinglingy(?yi relax thy wonder's ftraiii. 

SnALLi then, it ktt, beneath propitidiis fkies; 
The crofsy triumphant, o'er the crefcent rife ? 
3hall wfe behold earth's lotig-fiiftain'd difgrace 
keveng'di in arms, dn OfmarCi haughty race ? 
Shall chrijlian Greece ftiake off^ a captive's fhame,> 
And Idoki un-tilulhing, at her pagan fanic ? 
Tw/7/^^;— Prophetic Delpbos fclaiifts her own : 
Hails her nenv Cafars bn thfe Ruffian tKronc. 
Jihens fhall teich, once irtore ! onte more,afpire! 
And Spartan brcafts re-glow, with martial fire : 

O i , Stilli 



V 
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Still, flill, Bizantium's brightening domes £1 

ftiine. 
And rear the ruin*d name of Conjiantine. 

Transcendent prince! how happy xhy 
. thou be! 
What can'ft thou look upon, unbkfs^iy by thee 
What inward peace muft that calm bofom kno^ 
Whence confcicus virtue does fo flrongly flow 
Each fame, of age% paji^ in ruins lies : 
IJow timely y therefore, does thy greatnefs rife. 
To fire forgetful thrones, with thirfl of praife j 
And build exampk^ for ihtit feeble days ! 

Such, are the kin^s^ who make God's jmagc 

ihinc. 
Nor blufhto dare aflcrt their right divine I 
No earth-born byas warps their climbing will j 
No pride, their pow'r — no av'rice whets their 

fkill. 
They poife each hope, which bids the wife obey, 
And fhed broad bleffings, from their wid'nmg 

fway. 
To raife th' afflided, ftretch the healing hand, . 
Drive crufli'd oppreffion from each refcu'd land. 

' Bold 
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Bold in alternate right, or flieathe, or draw. 
The fword oi conquefi^ or the fword oi law. 
Spare, what refifts not ; what oppofes, bend j 
And govern, cool, what they, with warmth, de- 
fend. 

. How blefs'd were man ! would heav n, here- 
after, pleafe. 

That all earth's princes (hould be form'd like ' 
theft! 

Wiih it, O mufe 1 howe'er the wifh be vain ; 

It gives fome ]oyy to hope th' unlikelieji gain. 

Adieu —dread flame ! that bids the pole out- 
' fhine 
The torrid brightnefs of the burning line f 
Drawn by thy beamy force, I ftill would gaze : 
But my eyes aie beneath the' oppreflive blaze.. 
Dcfcend, rafti mufe ! — 'tis decent to retire j 
Thy fall were dang'rbus, if thy flight were higher. 

Thou, too, great prince! forbear th' adorU 
excefsl • ^ 

Kcft-^for thy life : and make thy glory lejs. 

O 3 Heav*» 



Hcav'n muft reclaim thee— nor thy abfenee bear^ \ 
When earth yields no ne^io wonder^ worth thy care. 

Moukn'd, the near profpcd ! yet not mourn^ 
by ALL ! 
There are^ whofe humbler glory njoaiti thy fall. 
When thou, great fun of royalty ! (halt^/, 
And pay fad nature's laft and furei^ debt : 
Then, earth's low lords may boajft their ^oox de*j 

figns, • 

And ev'ry upftart tvv^inycr thin^—h^ ^i;?^i. 

Then, ^yhen no more thy wonders wake man- 
kind, 
But dying enyy leaves delight behind, 
Here^ while thy fteps adnniring ages trace, 
Where, fhall amazepient,^^^r/?, encc»nium place t 
Arduous dccifion ! <wbicb moft honour won ? ^ 
Thy aSiionSj or. thcjpeed, with which they're done* 

When Rome, that glitt'ring, that imm^ortal 
i;iame I 
Afpir'd to ruky ^nd panted after fame y 
Age copying age, fpun length of patient wiW, 
And ek'd th' oft^breakii^g thread, with lab'ring 
fkiU. Nor, 
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Nor, 'till (tv'a hundred hard-prefs'd years were 

paft, 
The late propitious fortune fmil'd at laft. 
Not fuch flow rife, O prince ! thy Russia- fears : 
Thou dragg'ft not glory from fuch depti^ of year*. 
At once rcfolv'd, at oncf^ the columns rife, 
Which lift thy dreadful fabrick to the Ikies. 
Form and degrees, lel^w^^i^i/fpirits need: 
Thy foul, exc€ntHcj moves with in-bred fpeed !/ 
Makes mturt Jhake^ arid raifes, in a Jay, 
What, with lefs eafe, in ages^ (hall decay. 

So, when young Time its firft great birtb^day 
kept, 
And huddled nature, yet, in cbam ilept ; 
Th' eternal Word, to fet diftinftion free, 
Butfpoke th* almighty/tf/ — Let there be. 
Millions of ways, the fUrting atoms flew ; 
Like clung to like — ^and fudden order grfew : 
Struggling in clouds, a while, conjujion lay, 
Th^ die^ at qnWj and loft itfclf ia i^y^ 
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The Picture of Love. 

LOVE is a pafIion> by no rules confined. 
The great fir ft mover of the human mind ^ 
Spring" of our fate ! it lifts the climbing w/7/. 
Or finks the foften'd foul, in feas of ill : 
Science, truth, virtue, fwectnefs, glory, grace^ 
All are love's influence, and adorn his race ^ 
Love, too, gives fear, defpair, grief, anger, ftrife, 

And all th' unnumber*d woes, which tempeji life^^ 
I 

Fir'd with a daring wifl>, to paint him rights 
Wh?tt mufe fliall I invoke to lend me light I 
Something divine there lives in bve's foft flame, ^ 
Beyond our fpirit's pow'r, to give it nanie I 
How fhall I paint it, jhen I of why reveal 
A pleafure, and a pain, which all muft fec^ ? 

Soui» of thy fex's fweetnefs \ aid my hopes 
Pride of my reafon, and my paflion's fcope ! 
Thou, whofe leaft motion can delight infpire ! 
And whofe fweet eye-b^ms (hed celeftial fire \ 

Thou, 



[ 
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*r}iou, at vrhokbeav'n-fun'd voice the dead might 

wake ! 
And from whofe face we fatal learning take. 
Teach me thy god-like powV the heart to move. 
Smile on my verfc, and hoi the world to love. 

Far, ye profane, from my chafte fubje<3:, fly. 
Nor ftain its brightnefs with a tainted eye ; 
What if a thoufand ills the wanton prove, 
Whofe earth-born heat ufurps the name of love ? 
Lovers, indeed^ are caft in no coarfe mould, 
How few have, yet, beeii formed, though timers 

grown old! 
No wild defire can this proud blifs beftow. 
Souls mufl be match'd^ in heav'n, tho' mix'd^ 
below. 

As fire, by nature, cUmbs dired, and bright. 
And beamsy in fpotlefs rays, a fliining light ; 
But if fome grofs obftrudion ftops its way, 
Smokes in low curls, and Scents the fuUied day : 
So love, itfelf, untainted, and rcfin'd. 
Borrows a tindure, from the coloured mind 5 
The great grow greater, while its force they 

prove, 
J3ut little hearts want room, and cripple love* ' 
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Cautious, ye fated, who frcquenil die yZi/> / 
Your breads examinei nor to6 r&fhly dare. 
Curb your utitruAe4 bcMtfts, whiie yet^ th^yV© 

free. 
Love is refiftlefs, when you feel, 'tis he^ 

Small is the (ouV^^Ji wound, froti) beauty's ^ 

dart, 
And fcarce th' xxnh^A^ fn)ef warms th^ hearf. 
Long We Qiiftake it, wad^r Kking's name, 
A foft indulgence, thatdcferves no blame j 
A pleafure, we but take, to do ber right, 
Whofe prefence charms us, and whofe Words di-i 

Ugbti 
Whofe fweet remembrance broods upon our 

breaft. 
And whofe dear frlehdihip is, wich pride, poEe^t 

ExciTio, thus, the fmother'd fire, at length, 
Burfts into blaze, and .burns, with open flrengtfi \ 
That imag^i which, iefire^ but footh'd the ilikid, 
N$nb hrds it there, afid rag^s, unc^fin^d. 
Mixmg widi all our thoughts it w«fte$i the day. 
And when night comes, it dres^m« the foul away, 
3 , fJf^tvX 



Pupgent impatience tingles in each vein. 
And the fiek bofotn throbs^ with aking piin, 

Absent frona her, in whom alone, we live, 
Life grows a bankrupt, and ino blifs can give ; 
friends are importunate, and pleafure's loft, 
Whfity once, moft charm'd us, now, difgufts us 

moftt 
Fretful, to filent folitude, we run/ 
And men, and light, and noify converfe (hun 5 
Penfive, in woods, on river's fidcsj we walk^ 
And to tJ^ ■ unlift'ning winds, and waters, talk ; 
Y^oWy next, we ihall approach her, pleased, wtf 

weigh. 
And think, in trapfport,all, we mean to fay t 
Tenderly bowihg, ^bus^ will we complain, 
Sf2^«i, court her pity, and, fims^ plead our paifl 1 
fhus^ figh.at fancy'd frowns, if frowns ibou'd rife. 
And, tbus^ meet favours, in her foft'ning eyes. 

Restless, on paper, we our vows repeat. 
And pour our fouls outv on the miffive iheet : 
Wri^; Wot; reftorc— and, in ioft pieces, rend. 
The mote entr^crs^ yet, too jgunf^ to fend 5 

Uiibleffl'd, 
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Unblcfs'd, if no admiiSon we procure, 
*Tis heav'n, at diftance, to behold her door ! 
Or, to her window, we, by night, repair. 
And let loofe fancy, to be feafted, there ; 
Watch her lov'd fhadow, as it glances by. 
And, to imagin'd motions, chain our eye ; 
Has fhe fome field, or grove, or garden blefs'd ? 
Pleas'd, we re-tread sthe paths, her feet have 

prefs'd : 
Neijr her, by chance, at vifits, or at plays^ 
Our rufliing fpirits crowd, mfpeaking gaze ; 
Light, on her varied airs, our eye^balk ride. 
Blind, as the dead, to the full world, befide. 

Ipt blefs*d, by fome kind letter, from her hand, 
The cbcrifh'd flame is into madnefs, fann'd ; 
Trfiittbling, we half devour the facred prize. 
And lend our thoughts, and lips, to ard our eyte i 
No wild extravagance of joy's too much. 
For aught once warm'd, by her enliv'ning touch* 

» 

Thesb are the fwcot effufions of defire. 
When abfence wounds us, or when wiihes/r^j 
But when, in prefence, wfe pur vows addrefe, 
Who canihe tumults of the foul exprefs ? 

Boundlcfi 
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Boundlefs defire, aw'd hope, and doubtful joy. 
Stormy^ by turns, the veering heart employ ; 
Sick'ning, in fancy's fun-ihiriej now, we faint. 
And licence wounds us deeper, than rejlraint: 
Fix'd, in her op'ning door, furpriz d, we ftay. 
Dumb, and deprived of all, we meant to fay : 
Our eyes flafh meanings y but our rooted feet 
Paufe, 'till due vtv^ronct faints the hallow'd heat: 
Soft tremblings feize us, and a gentle dread, 
Speechlcfs'our thought, and all our couragefled. 

Slowly reviving, we, from love's fliort trance^ 
Softly, with blufhful tcndemefs, advance; 
Bowing, we kneel ; and her giv'n hand is preft| 
Withfweet compuliion, to our bounding breaft; 
0*er it, in exAacy^^ our lips bend low. 
And tides of fighs,'twixt her grafp'd fingers, flow^ 
High beats the hurried pulfe, at each forc'd kifs. 
And ev'ry burning finew akes, with blifs : 
Life, in zfouly deluge rufhes o'er, 
And the charm' d htzrt Jprings out^ at ev^ry pore. 

The firft fierce rapture of amazement paft, 
Confufion quits us, and defire grows faft ; 

Wc 
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We fit ; and while hfir gaz'd«*at beauties riie^ 
A humid hrightnefs fparkles, front our eyes i 
Modeft difquiet ev'ry adiort wears^ 
And each long look the mark of paflion beat's j 
Diforder'd nature no cold medium keeps, 
^ranfport iiow reigns, and dull tejleliion flteejps s 
All, that vr^feel^ or wijh^ or u^, or /iy, 
J8 above thought,, and out of reafon's way ; 
Joy murmursy ingst lau^bsi and hope koisjadi 
Raiimefs growtf pruidentj and discretion mad: 
Reftlefs, we feel our am^roiis bofdm bum, . 
' Npw, this way, lodk we, and,* lidw, that way, turn; 
Now, in (vfeetjwell erf" thought, ddr lifted eyesj 
Loie their kw languor, and attempt to rife ^ 
Now, (inking, fuppliant, feek the charmer's feef. 
And court wifh'd pity, in their . glanced retreat -, 
Oft, in fix'dgaze, Aey dwell upon her face. 
Then fbrt, aftcxiiih'd, from feme dazz^ling graced 
Now, in hodd Kberty, fly oat, un*bid. 
Now, aw*d, 'fcstpe inward^ 'twixt the cfofihg liA 

ip we dare fpeak, and would our wifh purfuey 
The words fell feath'ry, like defccnding dew 3 
The foft'ningacoBnts, cv> in utt'rance dic^ 
And the tongue's fwcctnefs, here, out-charms the 
eyc> :TiB 
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'Tiii miagkd fighs the fainting voice confound^ 
hut\o^nr\memingsJpea^^tho' robVd of found. 

Is there ho riiore ? oh ! yet, the iafi remains 1 
Crown' of Qiir cenynefi ! fimefmr of our pmm ! 
There is a time, when Idve no wifh denies. 
And fmiling nature throws off all difguiie ; 
But who can words, to fpeak thofe raptures find? 
Vz&fia of ex/kcy^ that drowns the mind * 
That &ctc^ transfujSon 6f exchanging hearts \ • 
That gliding glimpfe of heav'n, in pulfke ftarts! 
That veiny ru(h ! that warm j tumultuous roB J 
That fire, which kindles body into foul ! 
And on life's margin ikains flight fb high. 
That fenfe Ifreaisjhorfy and, while we tafie^ we 

By love's foft force, all nature is relin'd. 
The dull made fprightly, and the cruel, kind : 
Gently, the ftubborn pafUons learn to move» 
And fevage hearts are humam:»'d, by love : 
Love, \sh a chain of converfe, bound mankind. 
And poliA'd, and awak'd the rugged mkid : 
Juftiee, truth, pity, opennefs of heart, 

Courag0| politenefs^ eloquence, and art, 

The 
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That gen'rous fire, with whkh ambition dat^es^ 
And all th' unfleeping foul's divined aims^ 
Touch'd, by the warmth of love, burn up more 

brighty 
Proud of the god-likfe pdWr, to give delights 

Thus have I vainly ftrove, with ftrokcs too faints 
Love> in his known, and outward masks, to paint > 
Unmindful, that, of old, they veil'd his face^ 
And wifely covered, what they could oot trace ^] 
Lovely creator of my foul's foft pain, 
Pity the pencil, that afpir'd in Vain : 
Vers'd in/w^'i pangs* and taughthispow'r, by yotl#. 
Skiird, I prefum'd, thatwhat I felt, I drew \ 
But I have err'd ; and, with delirious aim> 
Would pidure motion, and im^r^QVi fiqme. 
He, who can light'ning's flafli, to colours, bind, 
May paint love's influence, on the burning nlind. 
Then, when we mafier him, and give him law. 
Then may we chain him, and his image draw : 
But who would bind this god> muft, captive take, 
A power, which all mankind can captive makd ; 
I am too weak of heart ; yet, I can tell 
Thole,whodare feize him, where he loves to dwell* 
I fee him now j in his own heav'n, he lies, 
CIofeatTweet ambuih, in Miranda's eyes« 
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Advice to the Poets. 

TO O long provok'd, immortal mufe ! for^ 
give 5 
Roufe a dead world, and teach my verfe to live. 
Not the low muffy who lends her feeble fire, 
To flufli pzlcjp/eeriy or light up loofe defire ; 
But. that bright influence, that expanfive glow;^ 
Which, firft, in angeh numbers learnt to flow s 
E re time had ilruck eternity y with fhade, 
Or day, or night, or fpace, or form, was made : 
Tun'd the raisd mtes^ at which CREAXiON^r^w- 
hndworldsy zndiJiarSy zndfunSy znd beav'nSy fliot 

new. 
Sbe^Jhey the mufe— Oh ! ne*er to be defined ^ 
l^\io\i flame 6i purpofe ! -SLtidthou flow of mind ! 
'Thonpatb of praifey by heaven's firft fav'rites, trod. 
Thou voice of prophets y and thon breath of God! 

I FEEL her iiow— th' invader fires my breaft ; 
And rhy foul fwelU, to fuit the heav'nly gueft ; 
Hear her, O Pope ! fhe fdunds th' infpir'd decree. 
Thou great arch- angel of w':fs hidv'n ! for thee. 

Vwi. HI. P Let 
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Let vulgar geniii fow'r*d, by (harp difdain^ 
Pique'd, and malignant, nbords low 'war maintain. 
While evVy meaner art exerts her aim. 
O'er rival arts, to lift her queftion'd femje^ - 
Let half-fourd/(?^/j, ftill, on poets fall, 
And teach the willing world to fcorn them all. 
But, let no mufe, pre-eminent as thine^ 
Of voice melodious, and of force divine. 
Stung, by wif% wafps^ all rights of rank forego. 
And turn, and fnarl, {^nd bite, at every foe. 
No— like thy own UlyffeSy make nojtay \ 
Shun monfiersy and purfue thy ftreaniLy way* 

Wing'd, by thjC mufe}'s^(74> to rife,, fublime. 
What has thy fame to fear ^ from peeviih rhime ? 
Shalt thuy decreed, 'till time's own death, to livey 
Yet want the nobleft courage — to forgive ? 

Slanaer'd, ii\ vain, enjoy thefplpeo of fpc«i 
Let thefe, from envy^ hate ; from infreji^ thofe ! 
Guilt, like the firfl, yonv gratitude requires ; 
Since none can enroy^ 'till he, firft^ admire^: 
And mature tells the laft, his crime is Ttone^ 
Who, to your int'reft, but prefers hi§ owfi^ 
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Disgraced, by viSTry, where we ftrikc too 

And, ix>eanly furious, ftretch the pooping blow. 
Pride, th^tpravckes^ revenge, triijleads it, too ; 
'Return pf ikfider is the v^e^Jt man's view : 
The Wise exped it, with a cold difdain ; 
And, while they mt receive, rett^t the pain. 

Shou'd ev*n hot raihnefs tfrr/;i^ javeKns thfow, 
And ftrike our friendly hves&^fuppos^dzfoe? 
How flobUr^ftiU^i^ to' undeceive, than Uame ! 
And chaften infult, with the blujh offiame ? 
Never, ah ! never, ihaU that Worth be found, 
Whith neither malice^ not mifiahey can wound. 

Thus far, might ev'ry ftrength of heart extend^ 

Thus far, can ethic ^rings our tempers bend : 

Thus far, the thought oijaints^ or' kings^ may 

rife. 
And each iramn greatnefs> of earth's ufipal (ize : 

But, far more towering, dill, the j6e?^/'i fires ! 

Whole /ireajij a ray, from God's awn hearty in*- 

i^iresv 

P 2 Heroes, 



212 Original Poems. 

Heroes, and faints, rifej rare^ yet, ilil 

they rife ; 
And time's full ftrcam, each common art fupplies 
Philofophy's proud heights are hourly gainM, 
An^ painting* sch?ivm%^ and muJicfCs force attained 
But, when the deathlcfs Poet is to fhine, 
Long-lab'ring ages fwell the^(?w defign. 
At length, he comes : the iirtb of time appears ! 
And heav'n fniiles, fatisffd^ a thoufand years. 

Strange greatnefs, this ! with which com- 
pared, priejiy faint ^ 
Kingy heroy and philofopher^ (ound/aint ! 
He's none of thcfe, whom time (tizllpoet call. 
But more than eitber, and creates them all. 

Learn, poets, learn, th' importance of your 
name ; 
And, confcious of your pow'r, exalt your aim. 
Soul-fhaking fov'reigns of the paffions, you 
Hold wider empire y than the Cafars knew. 
While clam'rous rhefric but fufperids tne mind, 
And whifp'ring morals figh, unheard, behind \ 

While 
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Wlrile frail /M(9/Jfi&y but ftarts defigns. 
And revelation's light too diftant (hines, 
Ardent, and clofey the mufe maintains her fway, ' 
And the confenting wifties make her way : 
EVn /r/Wi?'j rafh plunge, i\it poefs curb endures ; 
And ev'ry paffage to the heart, is yours. 

Scorn, then, the fervile imitators name, 
Nor, humbly fplendid, Vcar caji coats of fame : 
Lean not^ fuliain' d — a weight, no mufe allows ! 
Pilf ring the faded b^ys, from clqffic brows ; 
Nor creep, contented, in the modern way ; 
A dry, dull, foft, low, languid, tirefome lay ! 
But, ftrongly facred, and fublimely warm. 
Strike the aw'd foul, and the touched paffions 

charm : 
Till the ftern cynic, foft'ning at your ftrain, 
Feels \{im£t\imov'd^ and hugs the pleafing pain. 
While lazy lovers, froin their languor, ftart. 
And gain a conquejl, tho' they lojl a heart. 

Such wond'rous change can harmony command! 
For heaven lent nature to the poet's hand 5 
Gave him, the paflion'& boundlefs pow'r to know 5 
And, like a^^^/diftributej^^ and woe : 

P 3 Taught 
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Taught the turCd nerves^ at each known ^hi 

to fpring. 
And bounds obedient ^ to. th? warbling ftring : 
Bad the blood's current, in compliance, roll y 
And the cl^arm'd fpirits ruQ), in tides oSJbuL 

Ye, who feel, ftrong, this pow'r, ths^t heai 
ha& lent. 
Be yqur raised hearts, ^ith equal ardoiir, bent: 
Da^re to praife virtue, tho* unpraiydy before ; 
Lance your keen f^tires at opprejfhe pow'r ; 
Be worth, obfcurey by your bright gei^ius, fougli 
And gild its palenefs^ in yov^r fun of thopgjit : 
Lift it to notice ; give it ftreogth to n[\ove, 
And teach dull greatrxefsi how to kn^ and k% 

WiT9 nervjcs of tkmgbt, invigorate man 

Nor, idly, fport, in hncy^s mpty beams i 
Let no hdikfla^'ry tenap^your verfe aftray, 
Nor a light latfghter ^ low tafte difplay. 
In wit*s ^cAdJhalkms wade, for flwnaie I no more 
H^rfoundlejs ocean tempts you, froin the fttore: 
Up her vz^jHeefij launch, with intrepid climb, 
Ai^d fwim, thro* sig^S;, ^^^ t|ie f^rcani of ^^ 



k 
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Tho* faint, thro* modiih mifts, religion (hines, 
J}: Oft, let her facrcd foarings ///? your lines : 
i\ Oft, let your thoughts take fire, at that^r/ flame, 
From Whofe bright effluence infpir'ation came. 
Th* almighty god^ who gave the fun to blaze. 
Voiced ih^ great poet ^ for his maker's praife : 
Firft, for his glory y form'd the World's extent; 
Then, formed a language^ for that glory, meant. 
Hence, have all tow'ry minds, fublimely fir'd. 
With In-born ftrength, to their own heav'n af- 

pir'd; 
While Conklous per fhe/Sy for fuch heights unfit, 
Safe, to flight fubjefts, pins Its puny wit. 

XiVES there a man, whofe breaft, with ho* 

nour, glows ? 
Who, Wtong'd, by friends, forgives^^ and pities, 

foes I 
Who, ftill dcferving, never gains fuccefs, 
l9kit lives, oppreft'd, by fhunnin^ to opprefs ? 
Who can all grief, for his own woes, reftrain. 
Yet melts, in gctn'rous tears, at other's pain ? 
Teach him, O mufe! to wifll no monarch's fway^^^ 
Greater, in want, than, in dominion, they ! 

? ^ For^ 
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For, oh ! — what diffrcnce ! 'tvrlxt th* effulgent 

mind, . 

That longs for light, left others fhould be MW, 
And him^ who, wanting nothing, grajping all^ 
Seems great, himfelf, becaufe all, round, look 

fmall ! 

Or, does a fofter fubjed fuit your mind ? 
. Fond of the fair^ and, to their int'reft^ kind j 
Pity fome maid, whom modeft wifhes move, 
Unblefs'd, by fortune, yet infpir'd, by love ; 
Fair, without followers, without art, fincere, 
Prais*d, without hope, and, without conqueft, dear: 
There, let the w^, the rights oi beauty prove. 
For all are equal, by the laws of /w^. 
There let the mufe perfwade, on virtue's fide. 
And teach lame love to leap the bars of pride : 
The pains of paffion let the mufe impart. 
And, to foft yieldings, mould the ftubborn heart. 

Are there, whofe rais'd diftin<3ion fweetly 
ihines. 
And whom high fortune fill's with high dcfigns? 
Who, greatly blejfing all, o'er whom they rife, 
Smile on th' inferior world, with friendly eyes? 

Or 
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Or, whom the love of ufeful arts infpires ? 
Or, vAxom faithy gratitude^ ox friendjhipy^xc^ ? 
Or, whom, by Charity s foft glowings, warm'd, 
All vice has fled from, and all virtue charm'^.? 
Thefe, and all thefe, defer vc the mufe's ftrain j 
At once, adorh, and are adorn'd, again. 

Shines there a captain^ form'd, for war'5 con- 

troul. 
Born, with the feeds of conquefl:, in his foul ? 
By envy^ driv'n to trufl his in-bred ftpre. 
And, ftill, the lefi fupply'd, renown d the mqre ? • 
.'Gainft foes, ^xtdi friends y at once, compelld to 

guardy 
B»4t hardefiprefidy by thofe, for whom, he warr'd j 
Vidtor, alike, fupportedy ox betray' dy 
And obftinate, in his ppprefTor's aid 5 
Pointing, fupefior, from the heights, he won. 
To teach his rafh fupplanters what Xojhun. 
Difclaiming vengeancey while fecure oifamey 
And griev'dy not angryy at his country' sjhame r 
Fearlefe of flatt'ry, here, confefs the great , 
And, to wrong'd glory, lend the mtffes weight. 
To crowns, and fenates, hold a daring light. 
And, Tpite of ikf f-—'s, do x M, right 

Shou'© 
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t 

SnoohD wifs bighguar£ans e'er their charge 

neglea, 
fioTxntch her wamng^mr her growdi prated^ 
Cold, and unmov'd, fee tragic warmth decay. 
And ific fplcnior fade, unfelt, zwzy -, 
While, in their place, low taftes the land defame, 
Jefts, without words; and lattghter, without 

fhame ! 
Poetf expell'd the fiage^ fupremely fbeirs^ 
And the bays withering, round the heads oifiafr%\ 
Then fhould the mufe, iiidignant, wake the 

throne. 
And the whcde thuqder of her voice be fliown. 

O ! THAT all verfe would Jenfelefs found expel, 
And the hig fubjeSf bid the numbers fwell f 
But, ah f far fhort th* unfolid tinklers rife j 
iJorJbary hxxt futter^ in the mufc*s ikies. 

Shams on yovx jingling^ ye foft fow of rhyme? 
Tuneful confumers c^ your reader's time I 
Fancy's Fight dwarfs i whofe fcather-foq^cd 

ftrainr. 
Dance, in wild wincfetgs, thro^ a "Wt^e of brwisl 

rm 
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Tours y the guilt of ali^ who, judging wrongs 
Miftake turld nonjinfiy for the foefsfing. 
Provoking d^lnefs ! vrhztzfoul has he. 
Who fanci<^8 r^me^ and meajkne^ Poetry ! 
He thinks, profanely, that this gen'rous art 
Stops, at th? ear^ with pow'r to (hake the hearts 

For twipe nine ccnt'ries, why has partial feme. 
O'er worthier RomanSy fwell'd th* Augti/lan na^ic? 
O'er Julius^ nobler, and of mightier mind ? 
O'er ev'n Vejpajian^ darling of mankind ? 
What, but the mufe^ this lafting difPrence made ? 
Pleas'd^c^rfi lent the worW*$ great hrdx!tit\x aidz 
And, from their grateful praifc, confentfirft greWj^ 
That he, who, rah'd the ^tts^^furpafs'd them, too. 

Think, ye vain ftatefmen 1 whofe felf-pointed 
aims 
Die, with your duft, nor fave your bury'd names^ 
Think, on the crowds of bufy cypberSy loft, 
Who^ once, like j^w, their fov'reign's fmiles en- 

^ ^ grofs^d \ 
Cteudily, buftling, filPd a realm, alone, 
^nd, with ftate curtains, fkreen'd the darken.'^ 
<^.rone ; 

fTwixt 
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*Twixt crown, and fubjc<a, ftood an envy'd wall. 
Bought,, built, clear 'd, clouded, and decided all : 
Yet, dead for ever, in Jum& graves are laid. 
And nefiyJorgotteHy with the noife they made. 

No Ricbelieu' 5 they — nor knew theJ>oet'spow'r^ 
Nor, fkiird to plants invok'd the genial fliow'r : 
Hence, their dry names, in happy bajie^ decay, 
And ev'ry barren glory fades away. 

In i^zctyfucb themes demand the poet's fire. 
Such fubjefts raife th' exalted art, ftill higher : 
But, if provok'd too far, fome wav'ring ftate, 
Pufh'd, and infulted, in perplex'd debate, 
Feels her flow patience blufh, — and, //rV, at 

lengthy 
Weighs her mean wrongs^ againft her mighty 

(irengtb j 
If, then, wifh'd War th'exerted genius warms. 
And glowing verfe would roufe a realm to arms. 
Then, the joint mtifes animate the fohg, 
And the whole godhead pours the found along : 
Then, the big notes, in tun'd excitement, roll. 
Bid the blood boil, and wing the wafted foul : 
, Courage, 
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Courage, impatient, burns in cv'ry breatii ; 
And a taught brav'ry leaps the lines of death. 

These ar6 the feafons, O, jre mufe-infpir'd ! 
When Jiates^ unwarlikey may, to war, be fir'di 
Then, powerful verfe Ihould long-loft heroes 

raifey 
And kindle glory, at the catching blaze : 
Arthur'^ great ghoft, unrefting, and afham'd. 
That William's brav'ry faw the brave defanid^ 
Shining, redeem d^ in honour of our land, 
Wou'dyw/V^?, to 'fcape'the knighted torfrers hand. 
Then, might our great, third Edward's aweful 

{hade, 
Hem'd with ris'n ftandards, dreadfully difplay'd, 
Pale, from his tomb, in epic ftrides, advance 5 
And (hoot cold horror thro' the heart of France. 
Wide, 6*er the reading world, extend alarms, 
And warn proud Jlates to fhun Britannia's arms. 

Or, fince the mufes fons> in courts^ arc known. 
And, pleas'd, pay homage, round a reigning 

throne, 
Why arc they flow, to fing the /axon fame ? 
From whofe long lineage, fov'reign Brunjwic 

came : When 



When thck White CwRstRy by brave Htngt/Fi 
-born, \ . 

J^id,^r^ in Albion^ war^s wav'd pomp adorn : 
While German aids thy cKffs, O Britain! fcard. 
To triumph, where ev n Rsmes great help had 

fini'd! 
Tofavcy and give forgetful England Name ; 
To plant a race, that know not whence they came : 
To lend us language y to exprefe our fires, 
Ingratejkl railings^ at our German fires* 

Thus, O ye hafyyfew^ ! for glory, born^t 
Whofeflarrywreathesyour country's Jame adorn, 
Wafte not, on vulgar themes, your breathing fire. 
But tune, for gen rous endi^ your living lyre : 
Teaeh the miAaken world ^jufier rate. 
To court your praifcs, and to dread yoxxc hate. 
Then, when kind heav'n infpires the vaft ftMime, 
And your vcrfe livesy and claims ih^Jlamp oitiM^ 
ISft^ry fhall die^ and fcarce prefcrve a name ; 
Whila/t9f& flourifh> in immortal fame. 

How have endangered ballancen oijlate 
Liv'd, in light ignVance of the muje'i wei^if 

Ho«r 
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How might t^idedjiage mcn'$ wills /i^/zr^. 
To brodc tame Peace, or wiih rekSiant War ! 
How might the fubtle fcene our paffions wind! 
And the watch'd arms oi young fedition bind! 
How timely might this powerful art perfuade ! 
How make light lovelier, and illumine {hade \ 
Eafe ftatefmea's labours, animate their aims. 
Adorn their adions, and embalm their names f 

Should ^— — *s felf, unconfcious of the mufe^ 
Provoke her vengeance, or her rev'rence lofe, 
in vain were votes ! fhe could his powV defy. 
And bid his blacken'd memVy never die : 
Shade his beft virtues,^ widen each miftakc^ 
And his hop'd fame, from unborn ages take. 
Or, fhe could force unwilling praifi to climb. 
And float him, topmoft, on the tide of time ; 
Bid millions biefs him^ ages after death. 
And give new life, in a charm'd people's breadi ; 
When no fkill'd antiquary finds hia bufi^ 
And his proud buiidings fhall be loft, in duft. 

Pardon, ye living lights ! where*e*er you 
ihine, 
Y«, bl€;ft:«fiflt/ y^ prophets^ of the. nine ! 

Pardon, 
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Pardon, that I, whom fainter flames infpire. 
Have, thus, prefum^d to point your heav'nly fire: 'j 
To make the great more greats requires your fkillj 
I want the pow'r, nor ev n poflefs the will. 
While to myfelf^ I //w, obfcurely biefsd. 
Look round the bufy world, and bug my refi j 
Placd below greatnefs, and above diftrefs, 
I pity pow^r^ and hold faft bappinefs : 
Purfue no int'reft, no mean profped raife j 
Rejed no cenfure, and invite no praife. 



The Impartial.. 

AR E thefe the marks, then, of our pro^ 
mis'd fhame ! 
Or did detradion fteal the patriot's name ? 
Weak, if we were, how rofe we, now, fo ftrong? 
Or whence, if powerful, were we fcorn'd, fo long? 
Burn^ footy llander, burn thy blotted fcroU : 
Greatnefs is greatnefs, Tpite of faction's foul. 

I GAZE, afloniih'd kingdom, o'er, thy face, 
And each weighed wonder, to its fountain, tracer 

Glory 
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Glory flows in, where infamy was fprea:d : 
And long- loft triumph lifts her towVing head. 
Warm, o'er the icy norths thy influent awe 
Bids hoflile leagues diJJ^lve^ in friendly thaw. 
Up Rhine^$ ftrong ftream, Britannic thunder 

wind, , ' 

And Alpine mountdinS fhake, and ftates, behind. 
^«^r;Vs plum'd eagle, beak'd, and wing'd, onc^ 

diore. 
Sees baffled Bourbon driv'n, froni ftiore, to fhorc; 
Sea-fhook Aufonia^ red, with warring hofts, 
Starts, 'from her Adrian^ to her Tyrrhene coafts, ^ 
Ev'n Rome*^ imperious mitre learns fo bowy 
And Spain's Thalestris is but mmahi now i 

Whence this, amazing change ? — 'twas, late, 

zWy/ear : 
No warring god, invok'd, inclined his ear. 
Tyrants, combined, found freedom's rights be- 

tray'dr 
Faith, faft-expiring, ikw the falfe invade, 
iCommerce cajol'd, reluctance brib'd, rage tanie ; 
Ev'n empire trod on — yet, untouched, by fhame I 
Then was the crifs ; then, fate's hand appear'd : 
Then, might the world be deaf, for Britainhczvd. 
Vol. III. Q Wave- 
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Wave-worihip'd BnV^iV / one, to all, oppos^df ! . 
By friends, defcrtcd, and, by foes, inclos'd. 
Fills the world*^s eye, difpcls the douhUr*s care j 
Bids the bold tremble, and the backward dare i 
High, to the nations^ points^ their guardian*^ 

throne, 
And aifts, and arbkratea^ and (Hsiesiy dmt. . 

And have fuch fires inflam'd a patieitt reign ? 
Jnamortal hcav n ! and ttiuft we„ ftilly €om^m t 
Still, muft we rail, and blatkei?, and fulpc^t'l 
At once, curb vigilance, and goad n^gl^eft ? 
Deep let my foul deleft th' adhefive pride> 
That, changing fentiment, tmchan?^ fide t 
True, to contempt of truth, repents, withiny 
Yet, fcreens convidion, 2sAJirains^ hardy, to fin. 

Shame on this craft, tcv^C'tfri?/— this toil, to 
feem f 
O heart, indignant, fly th' unmanly fcheme ; 
Blufh, for thy paft injuftice ; flirink no more; * 
But wake, and wonder, thou wert dark, before I 
Learn, from wboje bandxh! unlook'd-for effluence 

came ; 
And,^ in the teeth of ml[\3lit found bis name. 
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What, tho' fome fi-kndj thou lov*i3:, had 

hdrrowcr fight ? . 
^ruth knows no partiei^ dnd involves, like light. 
Shadowi5» and nam€s fright cowirds -* but the 

ilrong 
Ne'er call that ligbtnefi^ which is /corn df wrongk 
Dare to be juft, *tis all that brav'ry means j 
He ftoops too bafely, Who, XoftattWy^ leans : 
But, whom pale prejudice has taught his part. 
Born, for a flave, w«ars fetters, on his be^rt ; 
Sees, undifcerning 5 feels, without his touch : 
Judges, too little, and decides too rriuch. 

Poets have nobler fouls : fame's paths they 

Jhow ; 
iThcy glow thfcmfelvcs, and teach the world; to 

glow* 
iStf//W^ whqle pow'r th^ir own— ycf| pruife they 

chufe^ 
JEv'ii of Unconfcious kings, vvho flight the mufe* 
Proud of neglefted force, each heav'n-touch'd 

nilnd, 
Pptfn, to reafon^ is, tdiht'feil, blinds 
Self^ ail uiithought of, can, for others, tliink : 
Swim, 'till the ftate rides fafe.xhtn^ fmile, zxAfinki 

Oljt ' Liff^ 
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Lift, ev'n the worth that hates him ; love it Jhoivn; 
And, for his country's joys, exclude his own. 
This; is to think, like mufes, a6t, like Man : 
This Princes ovGUT tofeel— and^^rfiCAN. 

Ye, once mifguidcd ! is rctraftion vain ? 
Truft the brave injured : nor perfift to ftain. 
Why (honldjujpicion penitence out-live ? 
None doubt forgivcncfs, but who ne'er forgive. 
Heav'n has been wrong'd, yet, ftill, goes on, to 

ilefsy 
For fins of blindncfs err, beneath diftrefs. 
So wrong'd, fo pard ning. Car fret heeds no foe> 
But faves — unangry, at the rage bekib. 

' Off, with thefe (hackly quoih^ of twin'd in- 
trigue'; 

Thefc nets for liberty, thefe links of league. 

Trite, venal, cant ! which envy*s arts can teach 

To cenfure ev'ry powV, we fail to reach. 

•No gcnVous heart, mifdrawnto devious beat^ 

When truth's new luftre fhines, difclaimsits heat. 

Charm'd, and furpriz'd, I hug my country's fame; 

Compar'd, O heav'n ! with y^rs of length'ning 
Jhame. 

Ye 
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Ynfonsy who love her, weigh the threatening 
fwell, 
Of Spaifiy France^ faftion, calumny, and hell ! 
Weigh, with whzt Jpeed, repell'd, from mound 

to moundy 
Subfiding danger, fought her bidden bound ! 
Hail the white cliffs oi Albion^ held, ferenc, 
While'round her, redd'ning, rolls the bloody fccne. 
I hail it, (dl : — and hail th^ acknowledged caujcy ' 
Hail the mind's reach, that gives earth's uproar 

laws! 
Safe, mid furroundipg menace, guards mankind ; 
Guides* ev'ry council ! bufies evVy wind ! 
Shakes the world's' fhakers ! bean, for land and 

main, 
And binds fell tyrants, while they bite their 

chain. 

Ye mufe-made . Mentors f rais'd, on fancy's 
, . wings. 

To think, for heroes, and to reign, for kings j 
When cou'd your fons of timc'sy^/]g^^/ J births, do _ 

more ? 
For, np'er true flory reach'd thefe heights, before. 
O 3 Fav'rites 
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Favorites have, oft^ in many a troubled ftaie, 
Poiz'd the kin^^ love:, againft the peoples bate \ 
Ofty the firm leader, in fome patriot fch^me, 
Jias, with bold fteerage,y?^/;7/^Vthcre?y4^/*ftrc 
And, fometimes^ too — yet rare^ too ra^c, that 

praife ! 
The fafe, at home, abroad^ have gathered bays. 
But None, 'till Carfret rofe, e'er hop'd to^?^ U 
One piaftnng gepius gr^fp tlf Unwii-linqx 

THREE ! 

Prince half cpnfiding — people all unjuft -? .' * 
Abroad alldifcordy and, at home, dijiruji — 
Propp'd,onhimfelf,like the world's w^/^A#^ he lay, -, 
And thro- contention's itnpulf^y fliap'd his way ; / 
JJeard the clafh'd elements, defpis'd their brawl, * 
^oird on, felf-Cfntrfed — and inorb'd 'em alL 



m 
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The Lover's Complaint. 



|L Whofe clifFjF tops our climbing eyes afFright;,J 
j|nd, with chill horror, ftrike the ftartled fight, 
ji^ there, Celinda^ thou had'ft chanced to be 
'lllie piny product of fome teeming tree ; 
I l*iftelef8, of human pity, might'ft thou grow, ^ ' 
And, forc'd to bend, when ruffling tempefts^ 
blow, ^ 

*Kod, angry, at the plains, that fpread, below. J 
Ev*n pines, and oaks, can bend to ftones, and be 
i: More flexible, than thy ftrong hate, to ^e ! 
|: The greedy ocean, whofe infatiate waves 
Flow, to devour ; whofe fmootheft Imiles arc 

graves 3 
SOf all its monftrous forms, has none fo cold. 
Nor does one rock, in its vaft bofom, hold. 
That, had it fenfe, fuch cruelty would fhow, 
I. To triumph, in the fhipwreck'd failor's woe : 
; Nothing, in nature, docs, fo fix'd, remain, 
V But love's foft fire can gradual entrance gain, 
;' And all, but thee, once lov'd, will love again. 

0,4 Tbe^ 
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Tde Tranfport. 

L 

MOUNT my freed foul ! forfake thy 
loof ning clay, / ' 

Broadly, at once, expand thy wingy zeal, 

Rapture, involved in raptures, feel, 
And, thro' yon dazzling regions, cut thy w^y ! 
See ! fee ! as 'twixt the op'ning worlds, I foar, 
Millions of beck'ning joys, at once, in view. 
Draw me, ftill, onward, thro' th' unfathpRi'd 

fky! 
Ravifli'd! o'erwheWd ! amaz'd ! I fly, 
'Mid ft pleafures, which, before, 
My boldefl flights of fancy never knew ! 
Oh ! thou dim fpeck! thou duflcy earth ! iarewel, 
From height, like this, I fee thee, plainly, npw ! 
Thou art; at beft, a kind of hope-cool'd hell I 
I fee, and I detcft thy painted pride ! 
What fun-guilt bubbles all thy grandeurs are! • 

What gugaws all thy tinfel'd ware ! 
ph ! who that faw thee, hence, could fwell, ^itji 
pride ! 

Hark! 



■^ 
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ill. 

Hark ! how the ftarry vaults of heav'n refound! 
With fhouts, thatfhake the rolling orbs around! 
Kindly, with ^earth-^iilifting care, j 

Defcending angels aid th' overloaded air ! 
And my too weighty burthen, upward^ tear I . 
High-flooding tides of rapture ienfe confound 1 

Where am I, now? oh, fiercely glorious vi§w! 
The liquid pavement, fparlding, Ihines, 
With ftar-mix'd adamant, and flaming gold ! 
Now exftacies, paft exftacies, purfue ! 
Glory, refulgent, aking fight confines ! 
My mem'ry loft, my trembling tongue con- 

troul'd! 
P ! who, with mortal eyes, can heav n*s bright 
king behold ! 



ne 
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H)e Statesman. 

SE E^sTthouyon mountain, fo immcnfely high, 
Around whofc Iky-crown'd head raw tern- 
pcfts fly ! 
How, lowering darkly, oV the fliadow'd plain, 
It hangs, the genuine feat of horror's reign ! 
Its craggy fides hold, thin, a fterile foil, 
Which, promifing no harveft, tempts no toil ! 
No grazing cattle crop fubfiftence, there. 
Nor flow'r-fed breezes feaft the hungry air V 
No foft meand'ring current glides along, 
To court the meadows, with its murm'ring fong, 
No Ipfty fpires a wand 'ring glance invite. 
Nor wind-fhook woods arreft the ravifh'd fight I 
All rough, and wild, it rears its rocky head, 
ISeverely awef^l, and un-lovely fpread : 
From its cold top, foil-fweeping torrents flow, 
Formed, by unfruitful floods of native fnow 1 
jSorrow fits, brooding, on its furrow'd face. 
And defolation covers all the place. 
ISee'fl: thou all this, iondi youth ! fo charm'd, with 

Jlate? 
Such is the pnvy'd blifs, that gilds the great! 

S»cb 



Such arc the barren honours they enjoy ! 
For fuch diftinftion, they their cares employ I 
They meve our//Vy, while they tpmpt; oxit fight ^ 
High above v\\, indeed, but fruitlefs^ in dbcip 
height. 



SOLITUDE. 



u 



\ TTTTElcome, Gool breeze, to fan my glowing 
w f mind. 

Cindered, with fev'rifh cares, and conftant woe I 
Welcome, foft blifs, by gracious heav'n, defign'dj^ 
The out-wotn paths of antient peace, to fhow. 

The road, which wifdom loves to go. 
And teach afpiring man true happinefs to know^ 
Jn thy fweet fhades, uninterrupted, reigns. 

Free from care-toil'd nature's ftrains. 
The downy god of eafe ! 

In thee, the innocent, and life-blefs'd fwains^ 
Unfway'd, by low defire of worldly gains. 

Their uncorrupted fenfes, juftly, pleafe i 

Nor know the penetrating curfe of pains. 

But travel, fmoothly, up to death, by mild, and 

flow degrees. 

On 
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II. 

On thy calm coafts, no whirlwind doubts we find. 
No terrifying blafts to break foft fleep : 
No felf-rais'd tempcfts fhake man's hurry'd mind. 
For queftion'd riches, which the wild winds fwcep. 
Along the furrow'd bofom of the deep j 
And which, ev'n e'er wc gaw, we fear to /q/e. 
No watchful guards, in thee, we need to keep. 
But reft, in peaceful flumbers, duely find. 
Nor feel the killing cares, which great men, mad- 
ly,' chufe, 

III. 

Smootj^lv, revolving years. 
Unloaded, with a needlefs weight of fears. 
Slide, unperceiv'd, and fteadily, away : 
Safe, in the humblcj flielter of content. 
Our appfehenfion, eafy, an4 unbent. 
Sometimes, but feldom, looks abroad, to know. 

How things, about us, gp. 
Sometimes, we, upward, deign to caft our eye. 
And view, with curious fcorn, the gathering 
clouds, 

'Which 
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which warring princes, plac'd, for niifchief, high, 
Supinely, fit, and bid, againft each other, fly : . 
From cov.erts, wherfe our choice our fortune 
ftirouds. 

We fee all this, and hear the noife it makes ; 
As one, well-hous'd, fees the blue lightening flyi 
And hears the rolling thunder fhake the iky ; 
While he, regardlefs, where the tempeft breaks. 
Without the danger y iht delight partakes : 
Thus, while, an earth, our bodies, happy, ftay. 
While, here, our joy-finn'd moments fwim away; 

Our elevated minds, above the fpheres. 
Forget their weak-built tenement of clay ; 
And by the trying fire of reafon, grow 
So pure, fo free, from thought-diford'ring fin. 
That when, from lifi;, on their laft call they goj 
In large expanfe of foul, they, upwards, flow. 
And rather mix "Witb heaWn, than dwell thereim 



On 
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On Mir. C6w\ty*s introdacmg Pliidaii<^ 
Ferfe. 

I. 

SAcRfeD foul ! harmonious fw^ !. 
Whofe fweeteft notesj long before deaths 
began! 
And the long tuneful race, unwearied; ran ! 
Long, before deaths began the fong j and ftiil the 
£bng improved. 
And ftill new .ftrings, and ftill new plcafurc 
mov*d! 
How, mighty ihtife ! did'ft: thou^ and thou, alone> 
(For the gigantic taik was all th}r own) 
Find means to draw fuch unexhaufted. il:6re. 

From fprings, which were {x> poor ? 
From fouiitiuns, choak'd with blood, and madej 
by duft, impure* 
How, 'midft an iron age, 
The dreadful, and the over-ad;ed ftage. 
Of undiftinguifli'd fcenes of rage^ 
Where ftriving merit, ftruck, by misery, fell j 
And all, that learning, then, could teach, was^ 

how to fuffcr well* 

H0W5 
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How, in this toilfome age, 
Did'ft thou, immortal man! when arts were 
OYcrthtown, 
When all the mufes garden was overgrown. 
And whole Parnaffus tumbled down. 
Stand on its ruuiS:, and ere<% anew one, of thy own# 

II. 

Yet, as withan the all-enlight*nlng fun. 
Some fpots our glalfes find, amidft the blaze. 
Too fmadl, tho* vifibie, to look on> long, 
Becaufe eacir cled, with eye-dazzKng rays ; 
So tho% great kifig of fancy ! led afliray. 
By thy high^mellfed mufe, uncurb'd and gay. 
And prancing proudly on, in wit^s unmeafur'd 

way ! 
Ha ft err'd,in judgment, where thou did*ft defign^ 

Thy judgment, moft fhould fhihe! 
But all that's humariy in thy verfe, i's loft, in the 

divine. 
Immortal man ! thou doft, too raftily, blame 
The wafteful, fpdrit of thy gloomy times, 

Ev.'n of that age of crimes. 
Which gave the fate of ikff'ring Charles to fame ? 
' , Short 
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Short-fighted man, fcarcc ever aiming rights 
Tho' eagle-ey*d, in mortal fight, 
Oft, thus miftakes, for cnance, hcav'n's well-^^ 
refolv'd deprec, 
And ddes, tigainft it, fight!' 
That, which lights, to ftiadows, ^thj 

Or peace, to war j 
Such was that age, to thee ! » 

Such contraries almighty wifdoni finds. 
And ftimps.Qi> human minds ; . 
That virtue's vifagfe made, thercbjr, mpi'c brigHtV' 
May,; when fct oppofite to fin's black nigHt, 
To ftrike all eyes, that (hill her luftrc fee. 
Shine out, with double force, and doubly charm^ 
ing bew 

III. 

So fell the royal martyr, to convince 
The wond'ring ages fince, 
How bleft their fathers were, in fuch a prince ! 
Oh! wond^rous! myfticl undifcover'd maze! 
What man can fearch his God's untrodden ways ! * 
Hence our flow learners, late, are taught loft 
worth to idolize ! 

And 
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And, hence, our long pofterity (hall know, . "* 
(What heaven,, thence, meant to fhow) 
How many ciirfes thrfee torn nations oWe 
To zeaPs hot fons, who, really, had no eyes, 
AndpriJe^ whofawttuthjflainy^ndjfeeirjgy durft 
defpife, • 
So, tooi immortal fubjeft of iny mufe ! 
The fav'rite theme, flie loves to chufe I 
So, too, the fable ignorance of that age, 
likt foils y which luftre can, to diamonds, give, - 
Infpir'd thy facred mufe, with^that juft rage, 
Which greatly handing up to fame, 
Thiue^ and thy fov'reign's refcu'd name, 
)hall ev*n thy Pindar' % praife, but in thy works^ 
outlive. 



The Miracle at Cana. 

;inrT hen Cbriji, at Cana's feaft, by pow*r 
▼ » divine, 

Infpir'd cold water ^ with the warmth of wine^ 
•Sec ! cry'd they, while, in red'nin^ tide, it gufh'd, 
The bafliful flrcam hath feen its god, zxaipkijh'd. 

Vol. III. R On 
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On hearing a very dull Sermon. 

IF, who would fpeak things mtll^ muft viMk 
them deavy 
And fouls are touched, moft ftrongly, thro* the em 
If none convince^ but they, who, fifft, ferfu&aie^ 
Thcfe prcachiiig quacks^ of heaven, miflafce thci 

trade: '^ 

Who cloak their brightneft, with a cloud of form 
And freeze the fancy, which they ought to wami 

Arria and Paetus, from Martial. 

I 

WHEN, from her breaft, chafte Jrrii 
dragged the fword. 
And, faintly, reach'd it her expefting lord j 
My wound, faid (he, but waftes unvalued breads 
: Tib thine> dtitr Patus^ gives thie fting to dia4 



A 
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\ An EPITAPH. 

jftT^ H Y in fuch thoughtlcfs hafte ? O flay, 

'f T and knoi!;^, 

IThe^duftj now mould 'ring here, once btrrriedifol 

^w/7/, to ferve, or arty to plcafe mankind, 
f bemg mild, jufty generous, and kind ; 
f barmlefs mitth, free fiiendfbiiij ftinglefs'trtithV • 
Jnfwerving judgment, and un-erring youth ; 
fthefe cou'd e're^havc brib'd the dart oi deaths 
this grave's^gay tenant ftill hid kept his breatii : 
Itay, then ! and lend one figh, to mOurn his fate, 
xax^ your fofs be- grieved ! fo may' your deith 
be kfei 







f 
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Terefa, to Du-Mont* 

Sup e r8 c r i p t i o n. 

Go, hapjjy fetter ! go, 
Uto his haodis, whc«n I adore^ go, fly ! 
^nd, if he aflcs for me^ tell hina I die \ 

R 2 ne 
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The -Let TXR. 

I. 

I Took the paper, in my trembling hand,. 
Which, having writ yout name, my pen 
confind: 
And forc'd my hafty will, to make a Hand, 
While love's imperious tempeft (hook my niind. 

n. 

Cold, languid fweats, fall, gently, from my 
brow. 
And, while 1 ftrive to write, I love you, well 5 
My confcious heart whifpers — thou know'ft not 

how ! 
Alas I thou lov'ft him more, than thou can'ft tell . 

III. / 

What, then, remains, in this extreme, to do? 
Say, trembling hand ! cold, icy heart, declare ! 
Tbu guide my fate : Fm bieft, if you prove true^ 
And nothing, fure ! is Jalje, that looks Co fain 

SOMJ 
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IV. 

Some maids are ruin'd, and no pity find ! 
But their deceivers were not made, like mine ; 
Ah ! who can' fee thy face^ and not be kind ? 
^Or ftand the charms of fuch a tongue, as thine I 



Du-Mont to Terefa. 

Superscription. 

Fly, truth's fad bearer, fly ! 
To her fair hands, who^bleft my hopes, too late. 
And beg one tear, to mourn thy mailer's fate. 

The Answer. 

r I ■ - • ' 

I T Read, with pleafing pain, your letter o'er, 
A And when, beyond my hopes, I found you 

kind. 
To think, I had fworn, I ne'er wou'd fee you 

more. 
At once, ten thoufand pafiions tore my mind. 

R 2 The 
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The jaiickQr-hfiaFingihip {v^areBrto iafl ^ 
Th^ winds> in^licious, dog, ^ my diAfeft i 
The.op'joJbg canvas hugs jihV>flicious gale» 
Pi4 ever love phufc fuchn'twwt to btefs ? 

liL-judging fex ! high-fkiird^ in cruel arts. 
To hide the joy, yOu give, iii niingled pain ! 
Sportful, youtpy, ^ fr^your flave'sfond heartsij 
'Till oaths, or^rc^fon, breat the gallipg ofeain, 

Then, when but pne fad choice remains to take, 
"JTo quit our honour, or wif^'d Ipve refufe ; 
Top late, you figh, fpr your loft fervant's fakcj, 
jj^nd proffer tre^ur^Sji whi(^h he dar/?s npt uf(. 



f* 
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Hh Cetinda, defiring him to defirthi her. 

ALAS pukaow not what you bid mc do 1 
Het vi\sol9ves well, can , ne'er diilingfuUh, 
too. 
To paint you, juftly, alks cool reafon — * I 
Thro'paffion'sfaithlefsglafs, fjiouldlook too )jigh# 
If, when I trace you, abfent, killing ^rl 
Ir catch, the ggqifti -influence pf delpair \ 
To fearch yQU> near, nay foul cou*d ne'^r endHre, 
Wijl^^out diflftly Iflg quite^ in lore's hot calenture^ 



On the Death of Prince George,, of 
Denmark. 

SINCE ihe» by whom licrp^apic ail live 
bicft, 
To forrow's reign, has giv'n her ruling breaft. 
Grief {hould be loudly heard, as well as feen. 
To noife his death, and mourn our widow'd queen. 
The friends of Anna muft not, iilent, weep ; 
Of ftreams, 'tis faid, the gentleft are moft deep ! 

R 4 But 
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But grief is pajiony and, where paiHon reigns. 
Nature fcorns decency, and breaks her chains : 
Likefome fierce wind-driv'n fhowV, true grief 

appears 5 
'Tis but a breeze^ that is allay'd, by tears. 
She does, indeed, with fighs, and tears, complain. 
Like fpring-born zephirs, mix'd, with fprinkling 

fain ! 
But tvey the cloud, with thunder charged, fliould 

fpread. 
And general woe fpeak big, to fuit the virtue dead 
Great, as his mercy, fliould our pity be. 
Ah ! who, unmov'd, can yon hit Ibrrow fee ?' 
The royal Dane that treafure long poffeft. 
Deal-, to her foul, and faithful, to her breaft ! 
Free fronj ambitionj innocently great, 
'Twixt faction's flioals, hcpihted the ftate ! 
And tempering pow'r, tho' lord of fov'reign fwayi 
SbOne bright, yet fcorch'd not, like the fun, m 

Hay, 



\: : Pro- 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoke by Mr. Keen. 

GRAVELY, infpir'd, we find ourfelves, to-day; 
As much indin'd to preach, almoft, as play. 
What moral fubjeft can we, then, advance. 
More edifying, than the turns of chance ! 
All earthly blifs rolls, unperceiv'd, away ; 
All mortal powV but profpers, to decay ! 
Time was, when Romes ,wide zeal took in fuch 

fcope. 
That kings, and emperors flood below the Pope ; 
Biit bolinefsy foon growing out of fafhion. 
Dominion thought it time to change her ftation,( 
And foor'd an age Out, with the Spanijh nation* 
That paft, tVards France ^ (he wing'd her dread- 
ful way,. 
And flattcr'd Monfieur^ with all Europe\ fway. 
Now, we, bold BritanSy claim her, as our right j 
'And, next, fhe talks of turning Mufcovtte! 
Thus, favour'd, by the tafte of a late age, 
The tyrant, /r^^^/;^, engrofs'd the ftage : 

Then, 



^5^ OKJG^rvAX Pdxmb^ 

Then, did the fighs of dying heroes move. 
And, then, youfmii'd on honour, and on love : 
But love, and hpnotir, bear too ftrift gi fway. 
And our free Britons could not long obey ! 
So tragedy expir*d, with many a jgroan ; 
^ And tragi-<:omedy u&rp'd the throoe : . ^ 

This pririceiS w^, it ieeiiis, of .muiigwl iuturc;^- 
Fair caufe for England^ unmi^'d race to hate her ^ 
She reign'd, b*it Uttte time, ^, when (he ^, . 
Brifk camedy rofe, riU'dy ^wdjigQverw'd vwUj . i. . . 
Yet, cou'd not i^dependwt fKfw'r i«ftaiBtafei> 
i§o, c^rd inj^^^,'a)-partoef Q/Fbter»i^ j 
The fyren op'ra^ next, uprear'd her h^^ 
And,.unco»tr6j4'd, her wide.d9*4ftipii%!fieii4 :^ 
'Till whim, great «?&"xVt JwfiU.povr'r^^at jQfl# 

hwgiethtipw, • 1 

From ^^i^ — good Lord I to fupptt-fimg^^ 
Jlut 'tis were fi>Uy^ to recount paft ills f . . : . 
'Tis ours J to pleafe your /^^j, jjot ciheck your 

wills I 
Po but, to-€iaght» forgive our tmmc criisw. 
We'll get thedcv'l/andPtf/oA^tojDfcafe^inAnei 
Cou'd you bu£ one of o«r &m'd wits engage, 

Tovvni^£Qm^op&a^^^%k^xPimcb\ih^i 

The 



.The mr^-mjfd heroes, here, Gm!\^^i^ i(Mr 

60, might our ruin'd ftage look big, ajgwn, 
And brf ^Jc piui: rma&, in ^/# MartirC% Lane^ 



PRO?>OGUE, for a Frknd. 

FvQiiQ^\i^% were Iqok'^.ujppa^ iafcrn)Gr,d%yv 
But^s the porches^ ;npt the /tr^i, of play« ! 
At firft, f gjifin'd, in humble tone, to pray, 
They beg'4 their headers imile, upoja the play-; 
Favoijr'djJn .that,^ they cUmVd, iliU higher, «id 

hjigher, 
As riflng fortcvne much wtflannes defixe ; 
'Till now, mxpQ^U teach xks/^jtddges fenfc. 
And dai^Q the audienc^^ in xk^.fdafs defenoe*. 
Our ai^or^ lefs prefwmptuous, bids me iay, / 
He coafts your favoujr, in a gentler way : 
The untaoi'^ genius of ^the Briti/b nation, 
Pi£i4iAs CQDibraint, but Aiules pa refignatioa ; 
Afid wh«n, in love, <)tf wit, we take the field, 
TJ>e furcft way to conquer^ is to yield. 

Not 
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"Not but, our brainlefsy has good int'reft, too. 
And might, perhaps, claim kin, with fome of you. 
But he believes, he fays, that, when wcVe (hown 

liim. 
The neareji to his bloody will, firft, Sfown him. 



rhe E P I L O G U E. 

I Have been thinking, what /^/j boufe muft do, 
Tojhare your envy'd favours, with the new : 
But find, we ftrive, in vain, their match to grow. 
While 'tis not they deferve^ hut ydu bejtow! 
And no endeavours will advantage give 5 
Onr foes, who, cuckow-Iikey cznjleep, and live ! 
You'll not be angry, gentle-hearted beaux ! 
*Tis natural, you know, to hate our foes \ 
The be controulers of our changeful ftate. 
With patient filencc, bear their falling fate : 
But women, wives or virgins, young, or old. 
All cldm one grand prerogative — to /cold. 
liong have we been negle<fted,^^, heaven knows, 
Fot tumbfers^mucbs-^-fagh^md puppet-^onvs ! 

■' ' ;. .- . . ;■ Yc 
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Yc gods ! that all new things ftxou'd charm the 

mind ! 
New hopes, newcloaths, new faces, gull mankind. 
Nay, could but women change as faft as you. 
Your very wives ^ in time, vni^t pleafe you, too : 
Yet, there's one^thing, that all the reft furpaflfes. 
That a new boufe thcmldpleafe, ev'n with old faces. 
Well, Sirs, thefe flights no Jemale pride can bear, 
That I, this houfe's championefs, declare ; 
We do not only claim kind fmiles, from you. 
But mufl be own'd moft worthy of them, too. 
This, he, who dares deny, provokes my rage. 

And I defy him, by this knightly gage : 

[throws down a glove\ 

At twelve, to-night. Til come, alone, to meet him, * 1^ 

And ne'er trufl momany if I don't defeat him. 



On 



On the broad-brim'd Hats, wBich ^it^^ 
brought (yoer<i fy the French, about the 
Time of the TiCRty at Utrecht 

■jjr O W comes ''AyiiUJjietcn I that v^ £ei f&xi 
JEj. wear 

Hafei t^sttCo much out-fvirdl y6i»? uibal air ? 
Had fai»<! Gfftruyden^g beh6f<i Ais feei 
Th' fettomKmsM/«<* had <poke the? wearert wife, 
Whife, theW, ffowd c56fl<j'i*o^s keard ydur mo- 

ftiwhi)«ty, 
And, roughly, dipp'd the pinion* cl his fwiay j 
Then, loft to fortune^ and difrob'd of fame. 
They'd pafs'd for modeft cov'fings of your fhame. 
But,' now, you land, triumphant, on our fhore. 
And Mna'i thunder has forgot to roat : 
While, here, you, fmartly, give your mafter law, 
And, from loft battles, vift'ry's triumphs draw : 
An EngUJ}3 cocK methinks, with better air, 
Wou'd grace the tranfport your glad eyes declare \ 
Change, change, your hideous brims, and timely 

chufe. 
To ftrike a bargain, without fear to loofe : 
Thcr-e are, at court, they fay, who needs muft know, 
Their heads will foon require a broad chaff em. 



Tie SUN-FLOWBR, 

I. 

A Week's' lowg abfence hatd Liberia kept, • 
Prom diofe bleft flbofs, which us'd her 
feertofcife: > 

Returnmg, (he, to view the garden, ftept. 
The garden, which was hsiif Liberia's blifs. 

II. 

TSEftfe', while defceneting) 'twijct the terras walk. 
She (aw tt ftm^^ow'r bang its wither'd head ; 
To PbiUpy loud, the wond'ring charmer calls. 
Tell me, ah, me ! how came this fun-flow'r dead? 

III. 
I know nfif , Madami the prompt fervant cry'd"; 
^ B«, for thisf fortnight paff, it ftrangely pin'd ! 
I've water'd it, in vab, and all arts tty'd j 
*Twas, furely, blailed, by fome hurtful wind ! 

nr. 

Ai^s poor feded fun-flow'r ! anfwer'd fhe. 
And her fair fingers tp the fhdk direds $ 
StMdCi ftom behind' the leaves, out flies a beet ' 
Attid^ humminground her, buzz'd its due reipe£ts. 
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V. ^ 

Bright maid! it faid, ^ifdaitt not, the' I'm 
fmall, 
To be inftruftcd, in your doubts, by me: 
That old iffo/py whom the god of love you call, . 
Is wing'dj zndijiing'd^ ai/i little, like zbee. 

VI. 

Your pity fceks the mournful caufe to know. 
Why this departed flo\y'r, thus, hangs its head j 
Since Philip can't. Oh ! give me leave, to (hov^, 
Theunguefs'd accident, by which its dead, 

VIL ,. 

Some ten days fince, when bolting from your 
door, 
Qn this ill-fated fpot you fix'd your foot; 
This ugly flow*r you cry'd, I can't endure ; 
And, ftraitcold grief fhot, tingling, to its root. ; 

VIII. 
5iNCE, then, each haplefs hoijr, in fwift decay. 
Has, moreand more confum'd the withVingftalfc, 
And I, alas ! muft, now,' be driv'n away, • 
To feek chance honey, in fome lefsrlov'd wjdk.: 

: BffT, 
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IX. 
But, let me, fair deftroyer ! c*er I go. 
One gentle caution, to your beauty, give^ 
Since what you difapprove, muft pcrifh £o, 
Ah ! watch your. words ! and let the captainllvti 



-^Om 



The DiscQVERy* 

L 
np HIS comes to let Liberia know^ 

That beauty is fo much heaven's carft, 
^hat all, fine women fay, or do. 
Is mark'd, and treafur'd, in the air. 

IL 
tiENCE, I, a ftranger to your fight, 

Whofe hand, perhaps, you do not know^ 
Learn, all you do, by day, or night. 

As by thefe prefents, I fhall fhow. 

III. 
Your memory cdnnot but retain 

Some hint of little Pope'% bold mufe^ 
Who, made, by lady*s fecrets, vain. 

Did, once, a tell-tale fubjed chufe. 
Vql. III. S Have 



IT/ 
Have 3rDu not read hini) where be pntes> 

OfjiraieMsriviQi'dhsuri . 
And jftories, of thokj/pbs^ relates, 

Whofe fweet tafk is, to guard the Jain 

V, 

I AM that hzppyjlph, affign'd. 

To fcreen Liberia's bxfcaft, from harms; 

To flutter nmnd her, in the vrkid. 
And ieaft my fancy, with her cfaaniid. 

VI. 

I HAVE you, always, in my view ; 

And, t'other day, employed my wit, 
With namelefs lines, to puzde you, 

On the grief- withered fun-flow'r, writ 

Vlt. 

I, AT that time, in ambufh, placed, 
Snug, under Mopfys left ear, lay. 

And laugh'd, to hear, how wrong you guefs'd, 
Who thought they came another way. 



Viii. 

*TwAs I, yoUf faithful/i^i&, *twfip 1, 

That, ever ftudious of your eafe> 
My £kill| in yctic^ refolv'd to try> 

In verfe, yfhkh, mofti ihetrfffr pan pleaTd!* 

pERHA?»i twiU' ftdrik yofi,:fp bcSri 

How I, .yoitr aftions^ houriy> watch : 
That, though y&u foe tot tiou Vmjtear j 

AM fly, ^€h ftraggling figh to cafch ! . / 

X. 

SoMETlMiEs, in this (hjpe, fometimes that^ 

My various^ dttfies I ferfomsr; 
Sometimes, aftri4e your: rambling cat^ 

I hide, in fur^ and flbiadie my Jirm^ 

XI. 
But, when your ftrdcing hand ifeel» 

From the fofi; back,- 1 leap, with joy j 
My fairy fabficki fti!l, conceal^ 

But P«/j*s active paws employ, "^ 
-Aad, i^ortful, with your milky fingers, toy* 

S 2 OFt, 



fiz6o Original Poems. 

XIL 
Oft, as you fiti to fip ycmrfea. 

In a^'j Ihape, your chstfms to fearch. 
Seeking fome place, where, beft,- to fee, 

I, on the lumps of fugar, perch. 

XIII. 
There, while, one day, divinely pleas'd, 

I gaz'd, in raptures, on your &ce. 
Your fugar-fongs the Captain feiz'd. 
And me, between two lumps, he iqueez'd^ 
Half dead, upon the place. 

.: XIV. 

But I was evert with him, foon. 

For, caitchipg him, all gay, r 
At the Park door, cme afternoon. 

With hands, too full of play : 
I took the figure of a gnat^ 
And, midft his aniVous ftrains, 
WhifkM, from your bofom, where I fat, 

And ftung his fingers, for his pains, 



BtJT, 
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But, oh ! I tremble, to relate. 
How, by your fmilc-bleft looks, bewitch'd> 
I, lately, 'fcap*d a far worle fate ; 
While you, with red, and yellow, mix'd. 
At work^ on yonder threfliold, fix*d. 
Your filky mazes ftitch'd. 

XVL 
There, I, again, a lucklefs ^, 

Not dreaming any danger near. 
Lay, bafking in your funny eye. 

My little. aking heart to chear. 

XVII. • 
When, on a, fudden, through and through. 

Your piercing needle, carelefs, pafs'd. 
And thg drsg'd filk, fwift-following, too. 

Bound 4own xfiy tiny body faft. 

XVIII, 
There, had I ftay*d,transfix'd, ^till now, 

J^jpr mifs'd, nor niourn'd, perhaps, by you ! 
But, that the ftitch, the lord knows how, 
You lik'd not, and, thank heav'n, withdrew. 
S 3 When, 
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XIX. 
When^ once, with you, your fitter Celia ftood^ 

Celia ! that fweet, and lovely maid ! 
Two thoughtlefs hold park-wand*ring fops wei 
rude. 
And you two charmers, both afraid, 
Rufh*d in, and fled, difmay'd, 

XX. 
J, THEN, fair charge! unknown to you. 

By love, and vow'd revenge, infpir*d. 
Did, like a ivafp^ the fools purfue. 

And, flily, down their throats, retir'd. 

XXL 
Then, to their tongue's prefumptuous root, IflcQ^ 

And both, with tingling venom, fir'd ; 
Now learn, faid I, when, next, you fee 

Yon tempting pair adorn their gate, 
Pow lacred modeft lovelinefs fhould be. 

And \fhaX the infolept proph»ner'$ fate ! 



XXIL 

Thus, all day long, is S^ra^Wy 

Liima's wak^l filpb employ'4 ; 
So rich a charge claims ten-fold flull, 

And care, fo charm'd, can ne'er be ctey'd. 

UKUL 
But, when, at night, the happy feed 

Receives her fnowy limbs, to reft, 
I deep's foft'mift, about her fpread ; 

Then, ftxetch me, blifsful, on her bread. 

XXIV. 
There, 'till the full grown morning fmiles. 

In downy heavin^s, loft, I lie. 
Or, wander o'er thofe ch^ms, 'twixt whiles, 

fgv which z thoufand lovers die. 

At laft, unwillingly, I rife. 

And fcizing faft her. rubied lipi 
In a fliarp-biting Jlea*s difgaKe, 

I, ^jcmiher breath, the nectar fip. 

S 4 And, 
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XXVL 
And, then, Liberia^ ftjirtiiig, cries, 

Ducc take this ugly fharprmoath'd fiea I. 
But, now rmwak'd, Itbink, FU rife; 

So dreiTcs *— and life er dr^gms of /w./. 

xxvn. 

Thus, have I honeftly, at laft, confefs'd} 

What fort of Utde fcribbling thing I be ; 
Left, growing curious, yOB niight wrQn|; ba«s 

guefs'd, '\ 

And thought fomc other fent, what came froni me^ 



To Liberia, mth a Squirrels 

THese, my laft lines, I write with bleeding 
heart. 
For, oh ! Liberia^ and httji^b^ muft part ! 
J muft no more cngrofs that envy 'd care. 
Which angels, now, in crowds, have beg'd tq 

fhare. 
Now, I no more muft flutter, in your fight,' 
And, from your eye-beams, gild my wings, with 
light: •• " Np 
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No more, in fields of aii;, yihtn^bs rejoice; ^ 
Dance to the. foft-tun'd mufick of your voice] 
Liftcn no more, while, in iht Malh yo^ walk. 
What the admiring crowds, that meet you, talk. 
On your right ihouldcif s tip, no more, fhall blaze. 
Bright, with the flafli of ey^, which, paffing, ga^;^! 
And, when, fometimes, you rq &d, no more fliall I 
See myfelf wcep,.by peeping in your eye I 
Thefc comforts paft, and menljidn'i now,. In vab. 
Serve but to make remenibrance ake, with pain! 
Little, alas ! J thought, when lajft I writ; 
That I, fd foon, my boafted charge muft qmt ! 
But. our great kingj whom all we filphs obey. 
Wretch, that I am ! commanded me away : 
Par oiF, to eaftern fhores, I ^was to go ; 
Where the proifd f^rk kceip* l$^ve, and woman, 

low : I 

Where full twelve hundred^ rival beauties ftrive. 
To keep one lover's lazy flame alive : 
Where female charms are taught the humble 

. fkill, . 
To court the fancy, and not bow the will : 
To this new poft preferred, I was to. fly ; 
And pafs beforp the haughty fultan's pye j 
• There, 
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There, in his glitt'ring palace, gay with fiate. 
On his new izsi'tiXi^fidtaneJs to wait : 
But, ah, Liberia ! by thy fareetnefs won, 
> Thy doating^£^ wa$ doom'4 to be undone ; 
'Thefe proffer'd honours had ao charm fiir me 
I cou*d not tafte a joy, remote from thee ! 
Thou art my pride^ and, where thou art not ieea, 
Sorrow would catch me, tbo' I ferv'd a fueen I 
This, when I told our prince, he never weighM 
My griePs juft caufe^ but thought I diibbey'd. 
Swift, he oTertook me, with an angry vow, j| 
And changed me to the (hape I come in^ now. 
Scarce had I time, to write my wretched iate. 
And beg'd a friend to bring me to your gate ; 
Helplefs, and dum, ah ! whither fliould I go^ 
But to her breaft, whofe pitying foul I know ? 
She, who, to Pufs and Mopfy^ kind x:an be. 
Will, fure ! thought I, have fome concern for mc. 
Weak, though I am, iomt gratitude is due : 
I claim your care, for my paft care of you. 
Elfcwhere, I will not my new wants fupply, 
And^vAitn you ftarvc me, 'twill be time to die. 
I may, hereafter, fome fmall i&nfv^t do. 
For yet my body!s wejik, and form but new. 

If 



Jf you (hall pleafe to help me, thro' my youth. 
And, with milk-foften'd bilket, fave my tooth j , 
Grateful, when I grow up, I'll ^eep yours ftrong,' 
And cracpk nifts, for you, all t)ie glad day Igngj 
If, kindly, you fhall blefs me, with your care. 
And flueld me, from the pinching wint'ry air j 
Clofe, round ypur n«ck, Uke fomc warm tippet, 

rolVd, 
In frofty nights, I'll guard you fvom the cold ; 
And while, in your foft hand, yow let me play, 
I'll growl the Obtain' s rivals all away. 
Refufe not, then, tho' chang'd, to keep me, ftill* 
And, oh I remember, Pug was SerapbiL 



7%e Motto a» Pug's Collar^ 

I Am no common earth-born Pug } 
<■ My name is Serapbtl : 

Qnce, 1 was (airLiheria'i filph, ^ 
And am her fcrvant, ftill. 



r<» 
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i 

To my dear J and eoer J^omured Mother a 
in Anfwer to fome F^erfeSy which Jhk, 
fent mCy about Spirits^ from Malmefbu^ 
ly Abbey. 

MAdam, your lovely mufe's late employ 
Was read, with wonder, and a pride** 

mix'djoy: 
Fortune, in vain, her battVing Aigines bends, 
*Gainft fdOk, which fuch a wit-rais'd ftrength 

defends ! 
Secure, within, you outward ftorms defy, 
And look, ferenely, on a ruffled Iky : 
So 'Philomel^ by night, difdaining reft. 
Sings, o'er the pointed thorn,, which galls her 

breaft. 

The bufy ghofts, your fancy feemsto hear, 
Have no dcfign to fright your lift'ning ear : 
Nor fprings their reftlcflhefs,- frpnr '^ome\ old 

pride. 
Nor vain regret, that, fo long fince, jthey dy'd,: 
A purer tace thefc buftling ipirits are, 
And a more noble aim mfpires their care ! 

Seme 
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Some beauteous band of Nuns they feem to be : 
Stript to the naked foul, and fp fet free. _ 
Thro* death's dark (hade your fhming forrii they 

fpy, ' ^ • ; 

And trace your virtues, ^ith a ravifli'd eycf ! 
Hence, ev'ry night, allur'd, by fre£h defire, 
Theyprefs to view the charms^ they £>adnurc;» 



^n E?iTA?Hy ujnm a talkative Lady* 

HO W apt are men to lye ! how dare they 
fay. 
When life is gone^ all learning fleets away ? 
Since this glad grave holds Cbhe^ fair, and youi^g, 
Who, where ihe is, firft learnt to hold txpr 
tongue, \ 






vf Dialogue le/ween Damon afic^ Pm 
LEMON, concerning the Preference oj 
\q Town Life, /^ a Country Life^ 

PiiiLisMoR; 

W'M Y dods nof X)^i7?e?^, dhifpifiilg Jwalfa! 
Chufe rather not to live, than live in vain ? 
From bright examples, thy ambition Are ; 
Let others honours whet thy dull defirc : 
Let #yilie fpix^ ^g^« t^ l«li'ti»g hiAdf - 
And cultivated ,acres plow his mind 1 
Let him, to unfrequented woods, repair, — 
And fnuiF, un-envy'd, his lean mountain air j 
'Till death, un^biTght, o ertaWes his.he^vy pace. 
And Unfani'd duft cqnfumes hiS'motildrring race* 
l3o thou to warmer joys, thy wifhes raife/* 
And tafte the pleafure of deferving^iaife! 
If fparkling genius does thy fancy fill. 
In mufe-led ftages, try thy journeying fkill ; 
Or, if thy foul, more roughly, is poflcft, 
And ftruggling valour fwells thy glowing breaft i 
TiOlivar's red toils let glory call thee hence, 
And draw thy untry'd fword, in Britain' s]^^ 

defence. 

Damojt. 
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Damon. 

AwD why, Philemon^ to the vicious town ! 
Kot that way lies the road to juft renown j 
No virtue profpers, in that barren foil ; 
That nurfery of unregarded toil ! 
TYitr^^ fools J and knaves^ by furchaid favour, rife, 
ifitod fhine, beyond the vdlianty and the imfe! 
Shall hope allure me to the wretched ftatc. 
Of crtngm^ at the levees of the great ? 
With fervik awe, to cdurt a ftatcly nod. 
And tteat fome glorious folly, like a god ? 
No I fooner. III the clown's free labours (hare. 
And, with their brutes, i nobler burthen bear ! 
The wars, I muft allow, a genVous thought, 
A glory, by fame-thirfty fpirits fought ; 
Who, feorch'd, wkbin^ by hot ambition's flood,^ 
Quench paf5on*s fever, in a lake of Wood ! 
'Tis great, to fee *em march thro' cannon's roar. 
While fweat-waih'd Wounds all-gild their faces 

o'er r 
To brave the northern bkfts, and, with fwoln 

veins, 
Bear fcorchings, when the fultry dog ftar reigns. 

Sat, 
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But, will your un-nerv*d youth encounter theft 
Ah, no ! efFeminatey they liift, in cafe ! 
And, fhould our finewy hinds forlake the field, 
France will ftand high, when Britain learns t 
yields 

Philemon. 
Can Damon, whofe bright genius ftronglj 

ihines,' 
Thro* the foft beauties of his tuneful lines j 
Cart he defend, or mufe? blefs. the ilrife, 
Th* inglorious preference of a country life f 
'Tis not,, ^lone, for b^m^^x Q^ renown. 
The feat of w/V, and pleafiire, is the /^« : 
To ber^ ungrateful ! all thofe darts ypu owe. 
Which, noWyagainft her battlemen(ts ypu throw; 
For, fure ! no rural dictates cou'd inipire 
The rapturous energy of Damon's iire. ! 
The cot-bred foul, with iguorancc, content, 
Is meaaty niiferable, by confent : 
Proud, in his native floth, he {corns to think, 
And has no end, in life^ hukt meaty and Jrinii 
While the brave learn' d, whole know;ledge bid* 

him try,- 
Ttc my flic gulph of deep philofophy j 

Wadef 
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WadeS *'crofs the narrow bounds, to reafon^ giv'ri^ 
Spurns back the meafiir'd earthy arid fathoms 

beavn ! ■ ' ' ' \ 

Had glory's props, in ages, long fince paft, 
Ih the rough mould of country life been caA j 
A blind ftupidity the world had fway*d, 
And nidther ignorance been, flill obey'd : 
No dfeathlefs wit hid cfown'd the Grecian flagei 
Nor ikill-mix'd courdge graced the yulian age ! 
No fun of thdiight had fhin'd, with . glorious 

' bcims, • ' 
No, feas of knowledge fpread their filver ftreams : 
' 'thkn^t) atfiony cohi^, to courtly pleafures, fly, " 
Nor, thtis, th' attrldtive charms ojf wealthy ancl 
j)ow'r, denyi ' ' 

D A k o N. 
Oh ! wou'd this tuneful youth) whofe num- 
bers flow, 
Soft, as the lovie-infpirih]^ zephyrs blow : 
Sweet, as maids look, when, fivft, they owa 

* their Ibve^, "^ 
Smooth, as iht down, xi^^hicfe feathers Venus^ d^ovt^* 
Sweet, as the dulcid ftreams, frdm Hybld run^ 
Or, as the bloom, difplaying to the fun ! 
V01-. III. T Oh ! 



f 
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Oh ! wou'd he tq pur filyan fliade^ repair, 
To tafte our wholefome, our infpiring ^ir 
Wou'd he but leave that fable-clouded foil. 
On which Aurora pever feems to fmile > 
What bright^ y^hat glorious ipiages would rife. 
From all his thoughts, to. emujate the ikies ! 
For, if fuch charms, /^(fA'^^jA^isupmbers, ihine, 
HerCy they would^ prove. Qjrtptic, ^nd diyke, 
Bjit, why is Damon iq ungrateful thoughts 
As. if the tow;n his humble fallies taught ! 
What mufe cou'd e'er endure your fmpke, and 

noife^? 
Your night-alarmpa and your tjwnwltjious joys ?' 
.No! *tijs the murm'rine brooks the fhadVry grove, 
And flowV-drefs'd valley, that invite //&<?;> love ! 
Then, hafte, Philemon^ to our blifsful flate, 
And learn to live, bejfpre it grows too late. 

Philemon. 
If truth, dear- fwain!- with freedom, might 
advife. 
Thou may 'ft be happy ^ for I know lik^^/wije. 
Quit> for a trial, once, this meagre.; air^ 
And;i all impartial, to thy ifriend^ repair* 



i 
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Then, Wiir th(5U^ tvet, fix'd with rrie remain, 
And envious ruftids tfempt thee back, in vain. 
Thus, fbmie raw y^mh, on at donitfftic fhorc, 
Witii terror, hears th' encircling furges roar; 
Trembling, he fees the threatning t^tnpcA roll. 
And ev'ry rifing bilidw lifts hie' fotil : 
But, wheft a riper' age has call'd; hiili o cr.^ 
To try the pteafures of foYrie foreign fliore; "^ 
Sad, he retunisi iactf will, at hoftte, remain, 
But pants, fo tafte ablftdbn'd joys, agaih. 
Your mufe, in- Vain, of boafted profpcSs^ firigs 5 
Your flow'ry meadows^ and your rriurrn'rihg 

fprings : 
Poor fhort-liv'd fcenes of fhadow-fkimming joy, 
Whofe pride a change of feafon can deftroy ! 
The rifing floods your valleys over-flow. 
And winter fprcads your hills,! with* ftieets of 

Ihow: 
Autumnal winds ftrip barfe ybar« gawdy trfees,^ 
And'cold December nights your purlxTig^ currents 

freeze* 
But we^ more happy, conftant blefling^ fliare, 
Norhang our comforts iA th^ changeful air : 
Our diff'ring feafonS hatvfe their diflferent fport, 
Thc.p»kj tfoe plafj thetiveffl, and the court 1 
T 2 Our 
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Our rolling hours can fweetly wear away . 
The utmoft moments of the longeft day : 
When, tir'd with bufinefs, we wou'dcare decline. 
We drown the weight of thought, in genVons 

wine : , . 

By that, made fprightly, to the park repair. 
And, eloquently filent, court the fair : 
Thence, to the, theatre, infpir'd, we move, 
And feaft, at once; on mingled wit and love ! , 
Thefe and a-thoujfand namelefs new delights, . 
Make our days .fruitful, and enrich our nights ; 
. While you, 'midft few repeated paftimes, live, 
Nor ever tafte the joy, which changing pleafures 

give. • - ■ 



Damon. 

: 'Tis: true,. i?iKZ?/wc«, our autumnal ftorms 
Difrobe our trees, and ftrip their quiv-ring forms: 
'Tis true, our livcfeft beauties are but flhort, - 

..Short as the joys, which recommend your court: 
But thefe new charms, in following fpi:ings, ob- 
tain, ^ .' : \ ' ^ 
While thofe, once fet J fliall never rife again. . 
In vain, your plays allure;, gill there, that*5finci 
©oes^/aintly, tp.our-artlefj beauties, {Jjipe. 

x..v; ^ T \ ' Their 



T9iflirff«ics,~ a« grcdBy,; imjtate: our. gfoveff, \ ' 
As their lewd ^6lors, our foft paft'ral lov:es^ 
Fre4vttmt3f their itw^^ pkafe tlie town, 
Defceird- to borrow, hence, feme Wit^grac'd clown* 
The f^arky their -folly's larger ftage, charms lefs'; 
AnilUinix'dfcene,-of noife, grimace, and drefs ! 
The courts 'tis true, fhines out, with tempting 

ftate; . (^ 

For ruifiy aagljng, there, to catch the great, ( 
Hides the hook, wifely, with attraftiva bait ! 3 
The joy, which wine can give, like fmoaky fires, 
Obfcures their fight, whofe fancy it infpires. 
Thus, Kke old Sodom's fruity that feat of fin. 
Your pleafures, fair, without ^ are worms, and duft, 

within. 



, Phi LEMON. : 
Assist me, facred fiftcrs ! aid my voice, 
And guide loft Damon to a nobler choice 1 
The crowds of ruftics, who, to town, repair. 
And quit, for vulgar.hopes, their native air. 
Are grofs-form'd yapours, heavily, exhal'd, 
Where profit's fmm;^ influence has prevailed ; . 
Bi^t thofe, alooe, my friend I arc beams, forme," 
Which draw fuch limpid innocence^ as thee. I 

T ^ What 
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What iplfiaAiresi rap yew, from ^ mifc^pnm^ 

Whiphjcities caoool:, morp compleady, ykid ? . 
If» to fonie pcace-Ueft cctf , wc wxai'd retire^ . 
Ap hour- s ihoit jouroey crowns the fdft defire : 
Thcre^ (Irait, we tafte the fwqsts^ ib prais'd, fay 
yw. 

And, then, return to thofe, you never knew ! 
Ev'n heay'n a|^rove$ not folitudc s dfe, why 
Did his great will direjft fodety ? 
Why did the ajitients, elfe, to towns repair. 
And quit, for houfcs, tents, ^d open air ? 
Would the gr^at Hebrew, favourite of heav'n-, 
Jo whom, bpth pQw'r and wif^om'? chanhs wwc 

giv'n ! 
Wou'd he, on Siori^ hills, have fix'd his feat. 
Had rural pleafurcs been, in truth, moft fweet? 

Damon* 
Whilu, here, the rofy fronted morning's light 
Shines o'er the hillsy and charn^the diftant fight ;^ 
While heavVs gay choireff ers, in clouds, ajrife> 
Andt with harmonious warb^mgs ihaketiiefkies: 
While we our miirth, with inoder^on^ crowft, ^ 
And fhrni th' excefiea of the dasg^ous town^ 

Why 
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Why wou*4 Philemon^ un-advis'd, obtrude,. 
On us, the unfelt woes of folitude ? 
What, tho' the Hebrew^ whom you well call 

great. 
Made Sieriy for her templets fake, liis feat ? 
What knowledge did his city life impart ? ♦ 
But, that 'twas empty all ! and vanity of h^art I 
Cowley^ that Ihining bard, had try*d, and known. 
The whole heaped pleafure of yqur boafted town; 
And, finding all its beauties falfe, and bafe, 
Retir'd, and, ever after, loath'd the place. 
Great Diocleftan^ when he reached the height 
Of human glory, fhook ofFcumb'rous ftate, 
Wak'd into man, and fhun'dth' alluring bait. 
To rural peace, his fearch he, ne^t, addrefs'd, 
^ And, there, his crown- defpifing choice, was bleft. 

Philemon. 
Immortal CowIey\ tuneful verfe I own, \ 
Spoke powerful arguments, againft the town ! ^ 
So Mfap's fox, in vain, exerts his powV, 
Andj then, like Cowley, cnt^^the grapes are fow'r. 
Had court indulgence fmil'd, as he defir'd. 
He never had, to rural fliades, retir'd ! 

T 4 Your 
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Ydxiv Dio^lejianf^ from plebeian birth^". 
Jlais'd to the rule of a defendant cartTx, * 
Stagger'd, with giddy fteps, beneath th6 weight, 
And, trcnibling at hife danger, fcaft his ftat^ ! 
But, if examples can thy genius fire. 
And move the rufty fprings of dead defire ; 
Behold great Plato, whofe acknowledged fame 
Hias, from his worth, inimortaliz'd his name ! 
Big, with tQAvn-hopes, to DionyfjuSy fly. 
Arid, to ambition, tune philofophy, 
Far-fam'd Cbaribdis threatened him, in vain, 
Nor Scyllas terrors fright him back again. 
Sicilian gtandeur, like the Crolden Fleece^ 
Drew all the men of excellence from Greece j 
Pythagorasy to town, invites his friends ; 
And Socrates our city life defends. 
But, left you fhould the pow'r of truth deny^^ 
And, in a caufe, fo bad, unmov'd, reply ; 
Know, tho' aflembled nature^ s fweets combin'd, 
And art the country's honour had defignM ; 
Their joint endeavours would allure, in vain, 
While beav'n-fought -^^;7;7^ does, with us, remain! 
•For, as thofe parts, where Phoebus fulieft fliines, 
'f ho' rough, and wild, are ftor'd with filver mines; 
> . "• ■ • Whofe 
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Whofe wealthy s^ttradlive, draws^ from lovelier 

lands. 
Advent' reus thousands, to thofe barren ilrands ! 
So, though the city, no delights pofleft, , ^ 
Did Anna chufe it, for a place of reft, . ^ 
Millions wou d Wry thithpr, ^nd b§ bleftv ^ 

-Damon, 

Farewel ! ye once-belov'd, retired abodes ! 
Ye murmVing fprings ! and unfrequented woods ! 
Farewel, y? winged choirs ! that warble there !. 
And fill with melody, the fluid air ! 
Ye foft amufements, which bdulge, and pleafe I 
And life's bent fprings relaxi with bliisfjil' eafe ! 
Farewel^ ye rural fports ! ,thQ eager chafe, - 
The mountain falcon, and the ni?nble race ? . , 
Philemon calls ; the charming fwain invites .! 
And wakes my drowfy fptil to new delights* . 
Jnapregnated, with fire, frftin'his bright: lines. 
My mind, unfreezes, and my bofom ihines ; 
We not to all our country pleafures, owe 
Such foftj delights, jas, i;i thy numbers, iknv : 
X.efs bright the rofy bluflig* of the inom^' 
T^ian ^ofeideas^ which.thy thGaightsiaddrigLl 
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Nor murm'ring iprings, with fweetcr accent^ 

fall ! ... ' 

The god of orades inljplres thy. fongs, 
j^nd all is truth, which, to thdt god, belongs ! 
Let others, theli, Ih' unequal ftrife maintain. 
And, with Philemon' & mufe, contend, in vain : 
I yield ; and, in his conqiieit, take more pride. 
Than if I'i con^uer'd idl the fwaiiis beilide f 
Faitewel) yt onee«beIov'd, retir'd abodes 1 
1*11 64 Augpiftiit iioW, iht iiariing of the gods. 

W«£,t^j^, defiF ^aihm ! ih a hlgli degree. 
Welcome, fvveec fwalh \ t^ Lo^oHy ahd ttitaf 
To 16ve the kt«*4han'd fields I ndW begin, 
Fo^, yielding thtt«, yoa^ ttiiitt ehanconqueft,wb. 
Such tender waf hfthj Jft thy (bk foUl, 1 fee, 
ThA I could dwell, ih ^eediy to dwell with th / 
Secure of thee, I may,- with cafe, dtfy 
Th* attempt of any fitfdr^fe 6hemy f • 
Abandtia'd nymphs Willy nd^,forlak6^^epIdtiir, 
And denRT-^ench'd valleys weep departed hdnsi 
EnVy fiiail leave the lohe&mtf cottage fttt, 
Fvt wit, and virtue, both, muft follow thee. 
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A Dialogue, ieiween t)AMON anJi^Hir- 
LEM6N, concerning the Preference of ^ 
Ilichcs /<? Poverty. ' • , . - , .. -■ 

■' DamoW. ' 

ACcuRSED'gbldrl Mil thou begot^ft offence. 
All nature fmird, witl^ artlefs innocenoc : 
Men's days Aid, fmoothly on, In foft deUghts, 
Nor'fear'd they villains, to difturb their jji^hts: 
No blooming virgins, then, were bafely fold. 
Slaves, to the fordid tyranny o^ gold ! 
. But fwains, with honeft hearts, kind truths ex- 
f prefs'd. 

And nymphs, ub-blufliing, their felt flames* con- 

fefs'd: 
AfirtsMy then, ^th un-ftain*d glory,.iReign*d • 
' Vti^judge^s ear, by bribVy, yet'ungain'd. 
Ncl avarice, with her foul train, was known. 
Hut his was tbeirSy and ours was no man's onm^ . 
j War had not, yet, with flains of blood, anjJ rage^* 
Her mangled offspring brought upon the ffagc ; " 
But all, beneajth the peaceful olive, iate, ' 
; Fai'd, and dcUghtcd, with their blifsful ftatc. 

But, 



But^ when thy birth, O Gold ! difturb'd the 

world. 
Nature ^a5 into jt\yift CQnfufion\hurJd t 
Her charms were loft, and her all-pleafing forais, 
O^erwhelm'd, by tempefts, or difguis'd', by ftorms: 
Noifc, and dcftruftion, with gigantic ftrides,' 
And all their horrid children, iit their fides. 
Marched round the frighted globe, in fearch of 

thee, , . 
And pldw'd up niurder, flianae, and perjury I 
Philemon ! then, th' inglorious chace refrain ;. 
Nor wafte thy» Jife, in fea^rch of fordid gain. - 

HI ;,E MONf . 

Gold I thou gay quinteflence of e^rth refia d ! 
Which heev'n-, to balance ftmggling ppwV, d^r 

fign'd! 
'Till thy decifive weight depge^'d th?; fcal^^; 
Contenders did, alternjitely, prevail ! . ^ 

Now, rfeign'd, as lord, fonxe. chance-^afcendujgY 

fwain; 1 

Another conquers him^ yet wips, in vain; • . )» 
A third dethrones 'cm both, nor can. his powi } 
*^^' maintain. J 
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Each wou'd be chief, but all un-help*d by thee, 
Stick, in the mire of mean equality. 
Gold, firft, the famifh'd mouth of learning ftd. 
And drew the curtain, which dark ignorance 

fpread. 
No labVing induftry alarmed the day. 
For there was no reward, fuch toil to pay. 
None, to the fearch of knowledge, would afpirc. 
Since wit's incrcafe could raife their wealth no^ 

liigher: 
Supine ftupidity forbad all ftrife. 
And flee p refrefh'd not, but imprifon*d life! 
But, fince thy worth, Gold ! was . greatly 

known, , ; V 

Arts have fprung, thick, and hope is wider grown. 
Men, blefl: with thee/ the HiurmVing- world 

command. 
And tread doNyp difcofd, in eadh rebel land : 
In hopes of thee, xh^Jiupid aim, to tbinky 
And fin's broad eye, for profit, learns to wink. . 
The fea's vaft depth, for thee, we boldly fpund. 
And fleep, un-dreading, upon hoflile ground. 
For thee, the hindy with plenty-fpreading hand, 
, Lifts lazy nature, from his fluggifli land : 
. . e Thou, 
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TJ>bu^ Obld ! dan!ft mdt the fiofty^breafted fal 
And dry dan)]^fo7DQ)¥i3, and fbol-drencfaing care 
Li j(bort) by gpldt alofie^ we hs^py ^^^^ *» 
O, DamM! joyaategood^^ which only gol6 ca 
give ! 

-. pA^MON> 

ThiIes^. does: the giitt^riixg fiend d^aucfa oiu 
wills,.. • ' 

And fmiles, to fee us ftroke his ftrr^i-hid ills : 
Bafe dirt ! thafools, who: aire enflav'd, by thieij, 
Slaves. to- a: flavqioortfefs themfelve^to be' ! 
'Til truci thou-art tH€? origin and fource, 
Whence pow'r firft rofc, and which maintains 

her'courfe ! 
Riti what - is powV, which wealth, not juftice, 

gives ? 
How ilUdiftingoifh'd fueh a fov^reigtt li^^s ! 
Could men but read the GdlUe monarch's breaft, 
Aodrtrace fwift tumults thro' hie broken reft, 
How would they curfe his (hadow-circlcd ftate, 
And l^gh at envy, which maligna the great ! 
SoflMthnes, O fhame ! the/^/r thy^wr adore; 
And fagtt.tbloye, whttretheytdiftlain*d> before* 

•...: Ml 



But>'ah! the tempers,, who tljis chstcm hitv.c tjy'd, 
Gain'd not the woman^ but the woniaD's/^rrV^ / 
Can, the?, Philemn^^ whofi?. alluring^ ft^ains^^ . 
Lov'd by the nynriphs, and ^ayy'd^ by thq Cwfaia*, 
Might reconcile antipathiesi> and move 
The cruel hparts of favages, to lov^ I 
Can be eftpem, that baacfeil oar dimne, .? 
Or kneel, diftioijpured, atblind/ortune's fhrinc? 
No -« rathqr in^ her lewdeft form,^ defcribcr 
That ftaia-a^ixing foe, to^ virtue's fnow-waih!d 
tribe, . . . 

P H 1 1, E M o N. 

DAMONt, X love^thee !' and t% welfare ,fwkrj 
Thence, lend,n»yrtrutb thc^I^^irty • to - fgeak :: 
Juft as I wiiji, my frief^dfhipfWou'd'a^vif^i ^ 
And have ih^ rich and-m^gl^ty^ .^ thou'rt: v^ie : 
Thy IqceR^wr^itght edgf qff fatipe, cut^; tpa, ^f ^, 
Noti ^W^S^ illt^y^^fxait^'iifffiiiktfs hw^eft^ rogrf)* 
Gold is the gift oiheav'ni and heav'n is wife! 
And knows the WQftb c^ yjttiuc's far-wifli'd prize. 
. The. ftaits, . whijeh ftaJ^c ^ th^. G^IUc monarch's 
breaft, * * 

Thofp wgfef-boirii tujn»lt!5,, wMphiiftraftbtf /^^ 

Spring 



Spritig not from gold, my Damon^ but, froiij 

pride ^ 
Which fwell'd amDition, with too hi^h a tide. 
Hid he been pleas'd, with glories gairi'd before, 
Fate had not dafli'd his hopes, in fearch of more; 
Tho* gold the engine of man's fortune is. 
The pilot Wifdom riiuft dired the blifs i 
Calm moderitioh ought to meafure choice. 
And high-flowii wiihes ftbop^ ktfeafon*s* voice. 
The furiy which, at fuch difhnce, paints the year^ 
Would fcorcb it, Damon, if it came too near. 
You may, with eafe, d'er fhining millions reign^ 
And never be a flave to flowing gain. 
Biit he; whole .birth-dire«aing ftdrs decree, 
That he fliall wear out lifej in poverty; 
Let himbecaftih nature's choiccft moid. 
And lord of every gift of heav'n> but gold j 
While that, klone, he wants, to crown the feA, 
Not all his o(her charms can make him blei!^ 

^ D*AM6«. ': . - 

^ PHILEMON'S l^es "db gold fo farouN 
fhine, c- . - j 

So far toi5f<JTaar^A*l,'dazzi[ng,*afid diicine 1' 
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That ev'n the praife, he gives it, fcrvcs to fhow, 
What more, to wifdom, than to wealth, we owe ! 
But, oh ! 'tis falfe, that gold can give us friends, 
Flatfry and friendfhip, have wide-difFring ends: 
They, who crowd round us, while our hopes 

look gay, . 
Will, in the dufk of fortune, fhrink away. 

I fimoTiy the brave ! the generous ! and the great ! 
Timofiy the wife ! but wife, alas ! too late ! 
Who dragged, of wealth's proud drofs, a mighty 

load. 
And (hed his bleflings, round him, like a god ! 
7imn^ who heal'd the woes of half mankind ! 

\ What curs'd returns did wretched Timon find ? 

\ Content is blifs, I'll, with Plulemony hold ; 
But that was never purchas'd, yet, hy gold: 
Our affluence but ferves to fpur defire. 
And dang'rous flights attain'd, but tempt U3 
higher. 

Philemon. 

Oh ! let me triumph, in a goldeii fate ! 
If I am ricby I can be, wifely, great. 
With nice-tim'd aids, can fainting worth affift. 
And make the wretched happy, when I lift : 

Vox. III. U • But, 
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But, if on fortune's barren ftrandsi I lie. 
My fruitlefs pity (liall, unpity'd, die ! 
You tell me, Damon^ friends are bought, and Ibid, 
And that aiililance conies, and goes, with gold. 
If help, in life, affords the grcateft blifs. 
Sure ! thaty which buys that help, the greateft 
comfort is. 

Damon. 

All your ftrong arguments no proof ptoducCy 
Of gold's intrinfic value, but its ufe ! 
Tour generous foul, your friends would cntertaiiiy 
And general bliis, with wide-fpread aids, maitH 

tain 5 
Call forth dim virtue, on the world to fliine I 
'Tis great ! 'tis wond'rous great ! 'tis ^1 divine I 
But ftill, Pbikmony, this fublime del%ht> ^ 

Springs not from gold's accefs, but from its^ 

flight ! . 
You praife the ufe, yet cannot bear xht fight 
Shou'd villains aid me, fome worfe foe to kill, 
I'd love the aByhot hate the villainy ftiJil ! 
I'd prize a truthj fent in the Devil's name. 
But ftill abhor that Devil^ from whom k came^ 



■.\ 
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So, goid, pernicious in its nature, may, 
By fouls, like yours, be bent a nobler way : 
Thus, as the needle, by magnetic force, 
Once touched, ftill,to the magnet guides its courfcii 
Trembling, while sVand'ring thence, and finds no 

teft, 
*Till clafp'd, and faftenedj to its darling breaft^ 
So, tho'our thoughts, on diff rent points, defign, 
Meeting, at laft, we, ih one center, join. 
And, ih the union, lofe the terms of mine and^ 

thine. 

PHiLEMoif. 

I Pk AtSE j deat fwaih, the uje o( gold, 'tis true 5 
B»t &Je includes intrinfic value, too; 
Whence, but from ufcy does eftimation rife ? 
And ev'ry thing is worth, what ev'ry thing fup*- 

plies. 
'Tis true, a dianiortd cannot keep out coldy 
Nor can we eat or drink our hedps oi gold t 
Yet, blefs*d with either, Daftton^ we can buy. 
What neither, in their nature, can fupply. 
And lince, for wealth, the joys of life are fold. 
There's an intrinfic value, fure, in gold ! 

U 2 I hold 
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I hold, with Damon^ gold flibuld be a fla ve^ ^ 
I treat, as fuch, the moderate fums I have. 
And, as kind fortune (hall encreafe my ftore, 
ril make a Have of tbat^ and ten times more. 
Yet, gold poffefTes every healing pow'r ; 
Not love, alone, falls in a golden fhowV. 
Gold makes men wife^ as well as gives 'em rule ; 
For v^ho e'er knew a wealthy man zfool? 
Ev'n in ihtjbades behw^ the rich were bleft. 
And borne, by Charon^ to the fields of reft. 
While the poor beggar y fhivVing, on the fliore. 
Wanting his penny ^ found no paflage o'er. 
Bo, poverty y with Ihame, to death, was hurl'd. 
And drew down fcandal to the other world ! 
But, fince my Damon^ whom the mufes bleis^ 
AfFeds not gold, and bids me love it lefs> 
Xll liften to his fweet bewitching voice. 
And guide my foul, to meet him, in his choice. 
Since, then, nor you, nor I, can happy be,/ 
Toil, with much goldy nor I, with poverty, 
Let's, bend our fearch, to find fome freer fate, 
And crown our wiihes, in the middle ftate. 



3i 
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IFC. . . • • ' 

fe % €1 Lady, dejiring to knowy what Love 
n was like. 



y "W' O y E Is a treacherous heat, a fmothering 
p -L^ fpark, 

^ Biown up, by children's breath, who fliun the 
ell • dark: .; • 

\ At firft, the fire is innocently bright, 
j^^ Glows gently gay, and fcatters warm delight : 
But left, negleded, 'aiid linquench'd, too long, 
l\ The,nouri{h'd flame grows terrible and ftrong 5 
I 'Till, blazing fierce, it fpreads on every fide, 
g And biims itekindler, with ungrateful pride. 



Plain Truth. 

/^HL £, you talk, with joy, of Celiac face. 

Admire her wit, and ape her fancy'd grace ; 
The praife, you give is, fure ! fincere refpedt. 
Your pradice proves, what airs your thoughts 
affed. 

V 3 But 
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But, fincc you know, that friendfhip fhould bn 

free. 
Give her this hint, and fay— it came frpnj me, 
A face, like hers, if managed well, might pleafe. 
But no charm ftrikes, that is not arm'd with cafe. 
Striving too eagerly, fhe ilrivcs, in vain : 
Thefe fludied airs put beauty (o the ilrain i 
Wou d fhe wound fure, and conquer, wiUi a grace, 
Tell her, the carelefs runner wins tk\c race. 



Celinpa, in the Snow. 

I. 

/^E L IND A^ riding, in a fnowy day. 

The wind-driv'n flakes, about her, hov ringi 
flew. 
Some to her tempting bofbm, made their way, 
And, melting, chill'd her beauties through 
and through, 

H- 

"Some, aiming with lefs art, her clojiths b^fet. 
And froze to little buttons, as thipy feU ; 

Others, which could not fuch fair quarters get, 
Flew by, unblcft, aad mifs'd the ftiiv'ring hdh 
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m. 

Quite tir'd, at laft, and, freezing, as (he rode. 
Her ivory te#th all chattering, in hfer head ; 

Was ever fuch a day, fhe cry*d ? good God ! 
If it much kmgcr fnows, I (hall be dead* 

IV. 

Madam, faid I, 'tis true s your lovely breaft 
Is far more us'd to give^ than fufFer pain j 

Yet, df this accident, to make the beft, 

Tis better I fliould preachy than you complain 

V. 

AtL nature's works, in fome degree, alikcy 
Confefs the wifdom of their maker's will, 

And bear hid meanings, man's dark mind to ftrike. 
With myftic hints^, that try comparing fkill. 

VI. 
Thus, fome, with eavy fill'd, envenom'd look. 
And gnaw f hem/elves, when happier men they 
fee! 
Some can fuccefs, in others, gladly Iwrook, 

Tho' they, perhaps^ fteep'd o'er, in mifery, be. 
Others, again, by owtward winds, unfhook. 
All chances, Uit their own, inditferent, fee, 

U 4 So 
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VII. 

So, my Celinday 'tis, with this {hzripfntm^ 

Thofe feath'ry flakes have, each, afev'ral aim; 

The envy-a<fted fee your bofom glow. 
And rufh, malicious, to aflault the. flame. 

VIII. 
But, fhock'd, to find themfelves, when neftcd 
there, 
So far exceeded, in their boafted white j 
With melting grief, their humbled pride they bear. 
And weep themfelves to death, to fhun the 
fight. 

IX. 

Others, of this white tribe, that fee, and know, 
With rev'rence, fliun that blifs-warm'd breaft 
of thine. 

But ftrive t* adorn thy drefs, with fome new fhow. 
And, froze to glittering gems, about thee Ihine. 

X. 

A THIRD fort, unattrafted eV n by thee y 
. And cold, indeed, fuch fnow we ought to call ; 
With dull indifference^ all thy charms can fee. 
And, difregardful, round thee, fcatt'ring, fall. 

Celindai 
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XI. 

Celinda^ lift'ning, anfwer'd,' with a fmile, . 

You Poets keep. your fancies always warm ; 
Could but this Jinward heat the froft beguile^ ■ 

We need not ftop, at yonder ixxio^y farm. 



rtbe WikcFALL. 

A Preaching brother jof that clan, 
Whofe holiriefs is Jorm^ 
Had gravely cloak'd his outward man. 
His. inward feared no ftornj. , ^ 

Wi TH fandify|d, 'and meafur*d tread. 
And corifcience-ftruttirig ftalk. 

His reverence brimni'd his folid head. 
And took a lonely walk. ^ 

^ III. 

As thro' a wood, he bent his way, 

A fifier of his flock, 
Accofted him, and begd hisjiay^ 

Her bofom to unlock. 



^9^ OAK&iKAt PokmW 

•IV. 

Sure, Sir, fkid ftie, from heav'n, you cam^^ 

• To this convcnieat place, 
Where I, in private, with tcfs fham^. 
May open you rpy cafe. 

V. 

Oft have yo.u, from the pulp^ told. 

That it fhould be our care, 
To keep oijr ^ejh ixom growing bold, 

^yf^P^gy and. by prafr^ 

vr. 

Good god, he knows, what pains I take. 

To mortify, in vain ; 
Fajiingy fometimeSj, make? fin'^ h^art ake^ 
But eating fets all wrc»g agaiij, 

Alas ! rcply'd die holy man. 

And turn'd up bqth his eyes ! 

We are to 4o, but what w« V<?zf^ 
The reft heav'nVgj;aee.%f)iiest 



So 



' So frail, de?u: \m^i o^x mtViHi are^ 
That, in things, mpft forbid. 
We're apt to faacy joy? njpft rare, 
Moft wortjj our t*%, *re hid I 

Thou, pret^ worldling \ I ^rp, %, 
Art, yet. an untQwch'd mvd? 

dear, faid fhe, I hope fo, pray }. 
You think. Twf, I'l^ t^r^ ? 

Whv doft i^Qu wrong so^ a9^(w«r'4 h«. 
And flyly IflQ^'d about; >• 
f To judge if any Qy? n»ight ^e» 

Ere, thusj h? ^v'4 1;^ do«bK . 

Pure iimocjjnce J t^y pray'rf.^^ l^»«li» 
The fpirit fwells ^ithiin j 

Means offer, h<;^w thou nwiy'ft be (;k»^'^^ 
From this de^re ^ fin. 



In- 
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Xll. 
Inspired with fudden pow'r and will. 

In this alluring place 5 
I'll give thy erring wifh its fill. 

To prove 'tis frail and haje. 

XIII. 
When thou (halt tafte this fancy'd joy. 

Which, now, thou dream'ft fo great ; 
Thou'lt find it but a tranfient toy. 

And grace gtdn future weight. 

XIV. 
Come clofer, child! but hold, 'tis fit. 

That what's intended well. 
Should have fome form, to differ it. 

From wifhes, where fins dwell* 

XV. 
I WILL not, therefore, throw thee down. 

Nor fhalt thou, willing, fall: 
Let's fee—ay, thus, I'll bloy/ thee down. 

And, then, thou haft a call. 



So 
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XVL 

So done, fo faid, the brother blew. 

And down the lifter fell : 
Such blifs, unhop'd, and lawful, too ! 

She thought, 'twas mighty well ! 

I XVII. 

: But mark the chance — a wood^man^ nigh> 
I Had heard, and pondered all : 

He faw the damfcl> paffivc, lie. 
And blefs'd the well-tim'd fall. 

i ' XVIII. 

I Old Reverence^ not too well prepared, 
L Stoop'd low, to feize his prey ; 

' When out the wood-man jumped, and ftar'd, - 
And pufh'd him, bluff, away, 

XIX. 
Begone, faid he, thou form-dreft thief I 

All Wind-falls^ here, are mine : 
So, on he fell, and, to be brief, 

Made good the holy man'a defign* 



7i 
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To Celinda, m Excufi far lookifjg on hef 
at Church^ 

IF, fix'd Ota yt)ur«, my ejr»9, in pfaf 'rj ydi» ie*> 
You lAuft not call lAy jjeal Iddlatiy ! 
For, fince our maker's throne is plac'd fo high. 
That only, in his works, the god we fpy : . 
And what's flieft Wi/^t, ifeefft g1v*& ftiift 16 daf 

view^ 
I look moft near hiai, Vhtn J lesk efl^**. 



Ckloris ta Amintftt 

Co MS, CUorh, to Amititd's tjfeafi retire j 
Let thy foft forrow's fyfhpathetic dew. 
Shed its damp influence on love's fmoaky fire, 
Jn both our bofoms, fhe fame end purfue. 
And both, at once, with purer flames ihfpire* 
Let it,miraculouffyfffong, this double wonder do! 
At once, quench b'oe, and light Vi^friehdjhip, too- 
Since tender pillions prove to6 Weak, 
To lift thy finking hope; 

And 



) 
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And cv*n thy downy nature cannot break 
That ftubborn flmt> which binds> with narrow 

Icope^ 
Philander'% rocky heart. 
Bid thy iH-«»tertain*di unwekom'd gaeft* depart; 
And do not own the wound, at leaft, tho' ftill 

thou feerft the fnwrt. 
Beauty muft blufh with burning fhame. 
To fee the frozen falarMnder lie, 
Infeniible of heat^ amidft fiich flame. 
And all love's penetrating fires defy : 
See, with difdain, how cool he fits, Ind flights 

thy proffcr'd chatnis, . 
Nor offers, once, to flretch his icy araw. 

II. 

Come toniy fofter grafp, thou lovely maid { 
Too innocent^ to hope for fortune's aid I r 

And too, too fwect, to be bctray'd ! 
Gome, Cbkris ! to Aminta's clofe embrace. 
Her breaft will take thee in, and give thee fpace \ 
There thou; and only thou, can'ft claim a place^ 
rU clafp thee faft, and, if I cannot pleafej^ 
Thy every wifli^ to give thee perfect eafe, 

^ ' " ru 
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ril labour, flow, by lafc degrees. 

To crown as many, as I can : 
For I am not that able ///, that undertaker, man ! 
Yet, if I fail, like man, throughout to pleafe. 
This, Chlorisy let me urge, in recompence ; 
Huin might flow, from many in vows,' like thefe, 
Mipe carry innocence, 

III. 

Fly, carelefs, kind, unwary wantons, fly ! 

When man, the fmiling mifchief, man ! comes 

nigh. 
He, the envenomed viper, bites our poifon-tri- 

flingfcxj 
While they, with fancy's tickling twigs, feek all 
the time to vex. 
And think, vain fools ! they him perplex ! 
How do the flciird deceivers put on pain ! 

How feelingly they feign ! 
How do they tempt, fwear, promife, plead, and 

pray ? 
How do they melt, in foft-diflfembled grief? 
'Till air-built vows our yielding hearts betray, 
And pity gives us up to vam relief : 

Then, 
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Then, fmiles the wretch, at what his arts have 

done. 
Proud of the conqueft, though fo bafely won. 

IV. 

DtspisE we, then, all hopes, fo falfe^ as thefe. 
Fruitful profpefts moft fhould pleafe : 
High- flooding joys, which come, without degrees. 
Like fummer torrents, rife o'er hills and trees ; 
But, fwiftly fweeping back again, bear, with 'em, 
all our eafe. 
Cive me the cooler wint'ry flood, 
Which, not fo pleafant, does more good ; 

Rifes gently, makes long fl:ay. 
And when, at laft, it creeps away, 
Enriches all the foil, it leaves, with fertilizingiriud. 
Come, then, Cbloris ! fill my afms ! 
There, tafl:e paflion, void of harms ! 
And, oh 1 if female grafps infipid feem, 
' To you, who of more folid raptures dream. 
Think, and thinking, you'll be wife. 
And back departed judgment bring : 
The noify bee, that, humming, flies. 
And boafts what honey he fupplies. 
Says nothing, of his Jiing. 

Vol. III. X : Good- 
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Good -Friday. 

L 

AM I awake ? or, is my ^foul mifled. 
Thro' the bold tracks of mem'ry's mazy deep/ 
The empty realms of mimic fleep. 
Horrors, by wild imagination, bred, 
Skim fhadowy, and, about me, circling, fprcadf 
Oh ! who can tell the caufe of thefe new fears ? 
Whence thefe loud groans,, which tortur'd fancy 
hears ? . . 

Whence this thundVing, in my ears ? 
Why feems the {izrtingfun to hold back day ? 
Why does he leap, at once, out of his fire-pav'd ) 
way ? 
And, half-extingui{h*d, upward fly, J 

To fhroud his beams, behind a fabled iky ? i 
Why, every way, at once, are thofe fwift light- 
nings hurl'd ? 
Trembling nations to amaze. 
And terribly adorn, with quiv'ring blaze, 
The horrors of a fhade-benighted world ? 
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II. 
Why breaks ydn riiihg ocedn o*er the lands f 
DifHainful of its old appointed bounds : 
Why does it opeii, far behind, its brine-delighted 
findsi 
And, leaving dry its roomy bed, 
Let lodfe, it once, high lift its frightful head; 

To feek fdrbiddeh grounds ? • 
Ands hugely fwelling, from i-far, with eartli- 

aifaulting roar^ 
Rife 6'er the fwallow'd mountain tbps, dhd fwfec]^ 

the kingdoms o'er : 
Why doe^ this circle-fpreading earthquake fv9'ell, 
Deep-flowingi like a fubterrahebus tide ? 

Frighted fancy ! can'ft thou tell. 
Why this ftWrig foe, afliam'd, his face flibuld 
hide? 
'Tis ildt, fui-c ! for want of pride^ 
Hi (hikes ddWn cities, with his mildeft fliockS j 
Plows in the hill, he rolls bcnfclth, arid harrdWs 
u^ the rdcks ! 
Unfeen, he^ dread/ul, doeS appfear } 
The triarble-hearted mountains quake fdir fear i 
And, as they find the danger drawing ncar> 
With huge linweildy terrdr, leap afide^ 
And, (hook vJ^ith agues, taft their fnowy pride. 
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III- 

The dead, thcmfelves, by nature's charter, blcft. 

With promis'd beds of lafting reft. 
Arc, from their graves, their dark long homes, 

thrown up,' and difpoffleft. 
Sec the pale ghofts of our forefathers rife I 

Horribly ferene, they glide, 
,And fnuff, with fliadowy noftrils, fcents of day, 
Which fled fo lately, all at once, away ! 
See ! how to earth, they bend their beamlefs eyes. 
And feem to wander, guidelefs, every way. 
Unwilling, thro' our hated world, to ftray ! 
In fearch of the forgotten graves, where, once, 
their bodies lay ! 
Too confcious foul ! I feel it now ! . 
Well may the ftubborn pride of nature bow ! 

Well may trembling nations moan, 
And memVy, fick with confternation, groan ! 
Gody who to man his evry blefling gives ; 
From whom, ungrateful, he received his breath : | 
That Gody by whom, alone, man lives. 
That very God, this day, by man, met degth 



fo 
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To a Reverend Friend, on hisfirfi Pro- 
motion in the Church. 

WHILE eafy, now, you, to cool ihadcs, 
retire. 
Soft, as llie innocence of your defire ; 
Refin'd, as your well-govern'd paflions are. 
And, fharply gentle, like your worldly care : 
I, toird with life's fatigues, ftick faft, in town. 
And wafte flow hours, in fcarch of vairt renown. 
Snatch at coy fortune, ftill, as fhe appears, 
And wear out chequered time, in hop^s^ 2x\di fears. 
But tir'd, at laft, with the befpotted fcene. 
More pleas'd, I, tbward your brighter pro(ped, 

lean. 
And, v^hile your glittVing ftars (hine out fo clear, 
1 1 half forget the pains, which gall me, here. 
Methinks, I fee you far-advancing, ftill, 
I fee you, on religion^s mightieft hill ! 
Your fleeves of laWn I fee ! and mitred head ! 
And crowds, that kneel before your reverend 

tread ! . 

Then, aw'd with pious love, my ravifh'd eye 
Akes, for your blcffing, as you pafs me by. 

X 3 'Twill 
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•Twill be! the watchful faviour wakes above. 
Still views his church, with a paternal love ! 
He weighs the zeal, which his lov'dlaws infpire. 
And having mark'd you, of his holy choir. 
Will lift you to behpld your virtues nigher. 
Oh, happy fhe ! who, bleft, for both your fakcs^ 
In your pure breaft, her earthly heav*n partakes ! 
And whpn, at laft — long may it be! (he dies^ 
May plead your /^/^r/, as fhe upward flies ! 



The Disparity. 
From a Hint of Sir Henry Wotton. 

I. 

YE Jiarry fparks^ on which,, by nighty w^ 
gaze, 
That meanly latisfy our difbnt eyes. 
More, by your number^ than your blaze\ 

Ye common people of the fkies! 
What arc ye, when ^tfun fliall rife ? 

Y? 
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: IL 
Ye warbling rangers of the groves ! 

That fweetly ftrain your little throats : 
And, pcrch'd on boughs, to fing your loves, 

Charm the ftill foreft, with your notes ; 
Who will admire your tuneful lays. 

When Philomel her voice fliall raife ? 

III. 
Ye violets^ that, in early fpring, appear. 

And, cloath'd in purple, wait upon the fun ^ 
Adorning earth's damp face*, with blooming chear^ 
And making ev'ry verdant bank your own. 
What are ye, when the rofe is blown ? 

IV, 
So, when my charmer fhall be feen, 

Gaz'd on, and wonder'd at, by all ! 
Beauty muft own her rightful queen^ 

And ev'ry fair ufurprefs fall : 
For fhe was, fure ! by heav'n, defign'd, 

Th' eclipfey and glory y of her kind. 

X 4 Martial, 
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Martial Epig. 59, Lib. 7. 
Ad Jovem Capitolinum. 

GRe AT Capitolian Jove ! thou God, to vrhom. 
Our Cafar owes that blifs, he (h^s on 
Rome I 
While proftratc crowds thy daily bounty tire. 
And all thy blcffings, for thcmielves, defire: 
Accufe mfe not of pride, that I, alone, 
Put up no pray'r,. that may be caird my mm i 
For Cafar's wants, O Jove I I fue to thee, 
Cafar himfelf can grant what's fit for me.. 



^•T»-"»*»*ip 



In Pompeios. 

GRe AT Pompefs alhes, in, vile Egypt^ lie j 
His fons, in Europe^ and in .^y die : 
What wonder, that thefe three, fo diftant,4y*d. 
So vaft a ruin could not fpread lefs wide ! 



Belinda, 



Belinda's Grave. 

« 

HERE, woe-mark'd fppt ! caicc, dear jB^- 

Heft, her (jold bofgin mije'd^wtthi colder clay : 
And, here, defpairin^, and afflidled,,! 
Planted this tree, which now makes hafte to die. 
While this lov'd cyprefi a fad flielter made. 
Oft wou'd I lofe myfelf, beneath its fhade : 
Guide, with a painful pleafure, ^ach dear ihoot. 
And ^watery with my tean^ the rich^fed root. 
Sigh, through the boughs, like.fpi»e moift ^ril 

breeze^ 
And the grafp d trunk, in am'rous rapture. 



And when fome warbling fongfter, neftcd there, 
Belindas voice, -methought, fbook foft the m \ 

''The mqrm'ring branches, bending, from the 
wiiiid, 
Breath'd a cool comfort o'er my love-fhook mind. 

- Thus, fev'n long years, I l^mt to hear, aad ffcc* 
My loft Belinday in her funeral tree I 
5ut madj at laft, and all impatient grown. 
To make my fruitlefs pafSon ftill n^Qre known : 

Fatally 
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Fatally fond, I cut a cruel mark. 
And carv'd my mme^ upon the flirinking bark, 
Wretch that I was ! the tree, from that curs'd day, 
In fad refentment, pin'd itfelf away ! 
And that new life, which dead BeKnda gave. 
Withered, with pain, crept^ downward, to her 
grave. 



7T>^ Royal Sepulchre* 

IS this the boaftful pride of mortal ftate ? 
Is it for this we covet to be great ? 
What ftiort-liv*d blifs, froni.envy'd grandeur 

fprlngs. 
When thefe poor reliques, once, were mighty 

kings! 
O firail uncertainty of earthly pow'r I 
Where graves can majefty itfelf devour ! 
How naked, now, does royalty appear ! 
Alas !' how vaft, how fad a change is here ! 
Tell me, dumb dujft ? how wide was thy com-» 

mand? 
Where's, now, the fbeptre, that once fiUM thi^ 

hand ? 
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Where 4re thofe brawny guards, which aw*d thy 

ftate ? 
Wh^rc the gay crowds, which, once, were pi*oud 

to wait ? 
Can narrow liniits, dark, like thefe, contain 
The changed extent of thy contrafted reign ? 
Canfl thou, at whofe leaft frown, a nation fhook. 
And, trembling, watch'd the light'nings of thy 

Ipok : 
Oanft thou, at laft, grown humble, be content. 
To let bold fearch prophane thy monument ? 
And common men, grown rude, and wanton, too. 
Thus poize your dufty bones, and w:onder at 

the view* 



May-Day. 

WELCpME, dear dawn oi fummer's riling 
fway. 
Fair fanfrite of the year ! foul-foft'ning May I 
Late, I have learnt, by love's fweet ^een, infpir'd. 
Why, from my youth, this day my bofom^rV; 
'Twasfor her ^/W^, that blooming nature fprung, 
:Twas in her notes^ the fky's foft rangers fung ! 

The 
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The breeze blew foft» to figh her foal's fweet 

frame, 
And the boughs bent, in homage to her name. 
Thick (hot the meadsy to paint her fruitful mind^ 
And fiowV$, that roU'd her breathy enrich'd the 

' wind. 
For ber^ xhtfun wake'd out* to.blefe our ifle, 
And lighted up half heav'n, to paint her /mike 
Oh ! we are lovers all ! our Celia reigns. 
And the warm*d world is fick;> with my fweet 
pains. 



PROLOGUE. 

Dejigned for a Tragedy, yet unpublijhedy 
called the Roman R^fvenge. 

\After a Jhort fovrijh of Mttfck^ enter Fancy, 
rob^d in wbitCy her hair loojh and fionoing^ 

F A M C V. 

FANCY, an airy form, of turn, too gay^, 
Afts riot a PART, in this difirefsftd play : 
Yet, to your aid fbe comes, in each ne'W fchemc. 
And, tbusy invokes a pow'r, thzt fuits the theme. 

Genius 
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' GeiJius of Liberty! this night attend ; 
Hear^ from thy filcnt fhades> and, rous*d, afcend. 
When Cajar bleeds^ 'tis thine, to fear dijgrace j 
Or jujiify a death ^ihzt Jiains thy race : 
Genius of Liberty ! thy fame defend : 
Genious of Liberty ! thrice call'd, attends 

\To an overture of warlike ntufcy beard at a 
difiancey under the Jiage^ arifes^ tbro"^ the 
J large central openittg, the Genius ^Li- 

berty, reclining on the fide of a rock, as 
juji wak'dy by the found of the melody.] 

t Genius of Libi^kty Jpeaks. 

From a long fleep of twice nine hundred years, 
Smiling, behold ! the fummon'd pow'r appears ! 
'Pitas' d^ to congratulate, by beanfn^s command. 
Lengths of new greatnefs^ for ^^Jree-born land, 

[Exit Fancy.] 

In Gjjleece, and Rome, friends to the mufi's 
. . art. 
The fcene fuftain'd my pow'r^ and breath'd n^ 

. heart : . 
'Till poorer />«5^«J, dark'ning many an age, 
Erringy defac d tht Jlate^ and fham'd thc/iage : 

Then, 
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ThtnJpkeKy and vengeance, tnif'zffum'd my harrier^ 

And mercy fell, ^nd malice fofe iofdmei 

- Aix things were changed y Religion vf 2k pretence-^ 
Law was oppreffion ; reafon, violence z 
Jocky'd/By fhafpers, honefy diftreft. 
Politely laiigli'd at ! gtew the great min'sjej. 
Valour was loft, infiate^craft — folidy^^^ 
In found 5 — and modejly, in impudence, 
yhcn genius sunk^ and ^/w////^/} ravifli'd pi: aife^ 
And laureat ^r<?*ie;i undignify'd the bays. 

FOE to fueh ta(iele/s times, I fhuft'd to rifcj 
For Freedom cannot live, where virtue dies; 
JlerCy tempted, gladly, I obey the call. 
And breathe niy Roman fpirit o'er you, alL 

Henceforth, be Britain blessed j fromLi- 
c^NCEyfree, 
Let her deferve, arid boldfdjl Liberty : 
Let her brave fons difdain their (ons to sell^ , 
PixAtafie oi freedom, thirft oi bribes expel ; 
Let her, abroad, command^ at home, obey \ 
And love oi glory be h&vjlatefmen's pay, 

Lt^t 



J 
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Let her, no longer, langui(hiiig, and loft. 
Feed mu/kk's indolence, at meanings cpft : 
Let manly nafon^ pantomime overturn ; 
Let Shake/pear triumph, and let opera burn* 
Such is the charmful change^ I rife, to bring ; 
What more remains— f^o of vayfons fhall^/jr^. 

Replaces bimfelfon th^ rock. 7hen rifes. (to brijk muftck) 
the Genius ^GooD Sense, on onejide^ and thi Gc-' 
nius^GooD-NATUiE, on the other^ ' 

[N. B. Thefe two were to be reprefented by the two littU 
Hamiltcrns/J 

The foUowing SONG, 
To the i'une of Jolly Watermen. 

Good Sense. 
DVe kno^v me ! yeSy Good Senfe^ my name 5 

Defpife me not, thoughy^^// ; 
For wou'd the pit grow kind to w/V, 
You'd fee vatyjoofiy grow tall. 

Ton loll, &c 

Good Nature. 
For mey my name's Good Nature^ 

The tinye/i thing alive ; 
But wou'd you be, ixoxtifadHorty free, 
Good Lord ! how I fhould thri'oe \ 

roll lolly &c. 
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Good 8en6S. 
WoU'D i^hdfomt wfifes ht rul'd by me, 

Theylhouki, with kimffiefs, klU ; 
In Jcy, grow okt^ and nevir fcdidy 
' And fkafey without (^oADKitti. 

Good Nature. 
Their hujbandsy then, fliould leaifn to love^ 

And lead -the happiejl lives : 
Forbear to roam, and find, at home, 
Whate er they nsmnt^ in wives. 

Totllolh &c. 

Good Sense. 
' The f'Cour tier y he Ihould learn from me^ 
To hope no. comfort^ there : , 
And he, v^hom fate^ has made not great. 
Should Iflejs his '/cape, from care. 

roll loll, &c. 

Good Nature, 
To painful prudes, and light c^quetts, 

rd give thefe fafe alarms : 
That art is bafe, znd Jpoih a facc> 
While goodnefs, always charms, 

^ollloll,&c. 
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^ Good Sense. 
iPoETS (hould fall in love, with me, 

Good nature. 
With ME, the dreadful pit : 

Good Sense* 
Goodfenfe Gombin'd — ^ 

Good Nature. 

Good nature join'd, 

; Both. 
Then, hey boys, up goes wit. 

Genius of LibertV. 
Enough, my children ; come, attend nie, near j 
And, gtingy leave, behind^ your influence^ her6. 

\All difcend int§ the Places they ro/efrem. ] 
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Moses's Song of Thanksgiving. 

On the Overthrow of Pharaoh, in the 
Rcd-fea, from Exodus Chap. xvr. 

Tbejirft Part only, . 

I. 

TEmPIes, and altars, let us raife. 
Ours, and our father's Gvdy provokes our 
praife. 
God is our flxcngth, God is our theme : 
Where is Egypf^ faJln eftecm ? , . 
Pharaoh wakes, from his proud dream : 
Wakes, to feel a warrior's hand. 
Lord of a pow'r more vaft, than his^ that fhakes 

his wondVing land ! 
Vainly, the following foes our God defy'd, 
Their r^pid wfepds,.in v^in, tore up the ftrand: 
In vain, they mock* d the waving wand; 
Not all their noife could the loudy^^ withftand; 
The wafry world flow'd, fearlefs, o*er their pride, 
A drowning army beat th* involving tide. 
On wave-'ivajh'd chariotSy half-fuftain'd, the trem- 
bling captains ride. 

Up-lifted 
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Up-lifted hoofs paw*d, loofe, the liquid way j 
Aad, round 'em, A&ciW]«rgf'Aro' the foam> Ac 
fioabng 1^1008 Hiy. 
Down^ down^ dx' ungtx)unded footfteps go ; 
Strain'd, to feel for fandsy below, 
Sands, where wat'ry mountains flow 1 
Sioktng* like rocks, they clog the deep, with prey, 
High-K30V*ring, rofe the krinf flood, and ^efft 
dieir rage away. 

M. 

Bavino GW/ thy hand was, b«rq{ 

Thou proteding, who can fear ? 
Threatening aloud, the thund'ring legions rofc, 
And, at thy chofen^ fhook th' extended fpcar : 
Behind, amaz'd, we faw th' overtaking foes, 

Hearts anticipating blows. 
But, while thy blaft, O bafe defpair ! blew keen^ 

Safely y from heav*n, fliot down, between ! 
Drcadful,^ in wrath, thy lifted arm but (hone, 
And, all th' unnumbered thoufands melt away : 
O'er ftiAbly fields, fo, wmdHEhw^n jfinf rolls on, 
And fweeps ihchlazin^ breadth, v^crackfy fway. 

Ya Ttf 
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III- . 
Th' almighty!s voice but fpoke a lotid command. 
And, ftrait, th' unlinking furges, backward, rife. 
High-climbing waves, in quivering mountdns, 

ftand. 
And hang their billowy horrors, in t\it Jkies. 
In ttlurrn'ring^fc/?, th' obedient deep yawns wide, 
And fliad'wy glooms loure dark, from either fide ! 
Down,. thro* the horrid vale's moift concave, led, 
Safe, and dry, bold Ifrael tread ; 
Gay, *twixt terrors, round her, fpread. 
Her tearful eye, now, fmil'd,' once more, and 
hail'd her guardian God. 

Hark ! aloft, the wond'ringfoe ! 
Look ! they cry'd, all pointing low. 
Shall the cowards -fcape us, fo ! 
'Twixt the dividing waves, they go ! 
TheirT^r^V^r cleaves the fca, with magic fldll ; 

Hafte, prevent, overtake, and Aill. 
They hear, they march— they dare the mad com- 
mand j 
The fhoutingT^^/z^r^^ invade the cover'd ftrand 5 
'Chariots, impell'd on Jiofy wheels, gore wide tb' 
encumbered fand. . Mix'd 
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Mix'd horfe, and foot, in hanriry pompy dcfcend : 
See ! from each hpm, th' im^lining \kngtb^ners i 

bend, \ . 

Loofe, Aides the weeping Oofe^ to (hun their . 

weighty 
And the deep, nrnrnirtn^^ mourns th* tmupal. 

Jfate. ■ '.--■■'- ' ■'■■ '•''.'• ' '■■ •••'■' 

t r . 

Hark ! the burfting thunder j^^^>ii / - 
, fp'avesy your wafry ranks dijband I 
\ Oh, behold J '\iovf vain^ how waky, . 
^ Strength, that dares its God withftand ! 

Down, at once, from either hand, 
iHoarfe-fbunding hills, o'er hills let loofe, devour 
[ the vanifh'd fand ! 

Helplefs, engulph'd, th' immerging fquadrons 
roll: 
Pbaraoiy proud-finking, drinks down iriney that 

chills his fiery foul. 
Mix'd, on th' evolving forge, a-while^ they ftrive, ; 
Then, like funk plurnbetg, to the bofttom, dive. - 
Of all the Gods, no God, like oursj is found ! 
Join, hpav'n, and earth, applaufe like his, let 
men^ and ange/syfynnd. 

Y3 David's 



I 



3S6 QRIGiHAL PoilMS« 

David*/ Eh^ifit the iHath of 8atil and 
Jonathan. (2 Kuigs, Chap, i.) 

L 

OIsKAU- 1 ho«r 0OCS all thy l>eav4:y fadb ! 
How arc the mighty ^/Tw / the ftrong 
betray'd ! 
Ne'er may this woe, in Girt:lf% full fireets, be told \ 
Never let jifcalm our facp uofdcU 

n. 

Mountains 6f G/Z^w ! may ye drink no dew \ 
Let rain^s mourn*d want turn reJtht verdant hue ! 
Let your vines wither, and yoUr olives die. 
And your parcb^A fields no grainy wealth fupply. 
For, there ^ abandoned Saul^ brave monarch, bled, 
As If no aweful oilhzA. hemm-d his head. 

IIL 

Never, in vain, drew yonathan his &9f» j 
N^ver, SauV^fwordhW^ fruftrate, on a foe ; 
Lovely, and loving ! bne dear life they ledj^ 
Nor parted, ifying^ bat together^ bled. * 
Swifter, than eagles^ to xi^fght they flew, 
Stron|;er, than lionsyih^y could foes purfue. 

Daughters 



OlttGlNAL Pot^HS. 327 

IV. - 

Daughters of IJnael! weep thclofs of Saul: 
In fcariefy and in goU, he cloath*d you, all : 
Peaceful, beneath his warlike ihade, you fmiVd ; 
And triumphed, by their toil, whofe hofts he 
fpoiN. 

V. 

Thee, Jonathan^ my brother I thee, I mourn. 
With grief y ftlll growing, muft thy loji be borne : 
Soft, and delightful partner of my foul ! 
T^wo halfs, divided, made us me dear whole. 
Vafi was thy love, and wonderful, to me ; 
And never woman lov'd, as I lov'd thee. 



7i C E LI A, 

OH \ thou eclipfe, and glory, of thy kind I 
Thou vaji o'erwhelmer of the drowning 
mind! 
?id me not write my thoughts, or fpeak my pain, 
*Till thou haft giv'n me back my foul, again : 

Y 4 As 
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As well might Jhipwreck'd flaves, who^ floating^ lie, 
Swim, through the bilhwy ftorms^ which/wf^ 

the iky, 
As mypoor^gbing breaft ^ts torments fliovf. 
And paint, in cool defcription> burning woe. 
l^oA to fenfe^ mem'ry^ meaningr^^X^ but thee f 
I drag on life's dull load, in mifery^ 
Abfent, from thofe dear eyes* deJlruSiive fliine, 
I pant, methinks, to tell thee, why I pine. 
]3ut, when I touch vaypen^ my flaming heart 
l^urns up J at once, and dazzles trembling art. 
Love's {cztt' Ting Jparksy on my full bofom, fall, 
And, kindling wild refleftipn, blows up all. 



To a Lady, o^i calling me Je^ous, 

I. 

HE, whofe whole trcafure one dear veflel 
bears. 
Thro* feas, on which A^9ct\xdi\vt pirates fwanji. 
Muft be excused z. thoufand fears and cares j 
And b^nd hisy&«/ to ev'ry ftrong alarm. 



ja 



J 
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II. 
Ill^o they lovcy andy^^/ thee, at their, hearty- 
Who feem unmoved, while others hope thee 
theirs ; .... 

My kindling bofqm burns, with o^nfmarf. 
For my proud foul her unveiN mezmng wears. 

III. 
Nice, as thy own, and all refin'd> as thine. 

My fowling paffion climbs^ w^th gen rous flame ; 
But, (hrinking from negleSi'^ irt fft4- decline, 

B\irns dowjiw^rd, and forgoes a fruftrate aiirL 

IV. 

Tender, as infant fighs, in flumbVing eafc. 
My foft'ning foul admits, and owns ihyfway : 

'Tis my lifosjweeteji care, thy fajie to pleafe. 
And, in thy furf/l^iney melt my griefs away* 

v. 

Woes are too weak, to wtmndjoae, thro* thyfmiles^ 
The/>e?//i fix'd froft were warm, as heaY'n,to mc; 
I tread down malice, thro* her mazy wiles^ 
And triumph over all things, charming tbee^ 

\ What 
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VI. 

What tafk fo dan^roMy or, what toil As vaft^ 
Would not thy love infpire me to defy ! 

Sourd, tnth immortal fire> my flame muft laft j 
And I (hould conquer worlds, beneath thy eye. 

Oh ! that my ftruggling thmghu^ which heave, 

wttbifiy 

Cou'd borrow but a vwf, andipcak myfiuJ-, 

Then, would this hcaSrt thy grateful paffions win» 

T[^— oh ! vaji empire i 1 fhould daim the nvbole'' 

Via. 

Yet, as it is, indulge my trembling fear. 
And give thy laver^s cmnfel\ez\t to fpeak x 

J^ooh are ^Xfalfe^ nor, long can hold thee deatj 
For foon they find, whstfc'er they kpow to feek^ 

IX. 

Jpaq/fful^ ungemrmsy vaifiy and grofsly mesm ; 

On all thy charmSy they only feed their fenfe j^ 
Thou art, by tbenty but as meer wman ieen, 

Shod to thy heav'o, of imoard excellence. 

K- SmxD?N, 
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X. , .. • 

SuB9£H, the wretches' jmak^ flames expre ^ 
Such earthy fuel muft, of courfe, decay *^ 

l^ut I, while adoration Hfts depr^^ 

Light up ^ love, that ne'er can burn away.. 



AlwH^ in an Inn, {at SouthamptoQ.) 
April the 25th, 1737- 

TWenty lojl years have ftoln their hours 
away, 
Since, in this inn^ ev'n in this roomy I lay : 
JIow changed ' what, then^ was rapture ^ fire ^ an4 

fiecfms, nonvy {2AJilencey all, and blanc defpair ! 
Is it, that youth paints every view too bright^ 
An4, life advancing, j^»ry fades her light ? 
. Ah ! no — nor, yet, is day fo far declined, 
J^Qrcaii time's creeping coldnefs reach the mind.^ 

»Tis — that I mifs th' tnfpirer of that youth v 

Her, whofe {ohjmile was love^ whofe foul wasi 

iruth. 

Her 
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Her, from whofc pain, I never wifh'd reliefs 
And, for vihoic pleafure^ I could fmile at grief. 
Profpe£l:s,*thati(vicw*d with her) infpir'd^ before. 
Now, feea without her, tan delight no more. 
Death fnatch'd my Joys^ by cutting off her (hare. 
But left her griefs, to multiply my care. 

Pensive, and cold, this room, in each changed 
part, 
I wVw, and, (hock'd, fromev'ry obje<3:, ftart : 
Here hung the watc&y that beating hours, from 

Told its fweet owner^s leflcning life away. 
Herey her dear diamond taught the fafh my name 5 
'Tis gone 1 frail image of love, life, zndjame. 
72>^glafs, fliedrefs'd at, keeps her form no more; 
Not one dear foot-ftep tunes th' unconfcious^i?r, 
TChere (at (he — yet, thofe chairs no fenfe retain. 
And bufy recolleSiion fmarts, in vain. 
Sullen, and dim, what faded fcenes are here ! 
I wonder, and retradt, a ftarting tear. 
Gaze, in attentive' doubt — with angui(h, fwell. 
And o'er, and o'er, on each weigh'd obje6i:, dwell. 
Then, to the window, ru(h, gay views invite, 
' And tempt idea^ to permit delight. 

But 
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But unittipfeilive, all in forrow, drown'd. 
One void forgetful defert glooms, around. 

Oh life ! — deceitful lure of loft defires ! 
How Jhort thy period^ yet, how fierce thy Uresl 
Scarce can a paffion ftart, (we change fo faft) 
E'rc new lights ftrike us, and the old are paft. 
Scheme? following fchcmes, fb long life's tafte 

explore. 
That, e'er we learn to live, we live no more. 
JVboy then, can think— yet figh, to part with breatbf 
Or fliun the healing hand of friendly deaths 
Guilt, penitence, and wrongs; and pain, and ftrife,- 
Forrii thy whole heap'd amount^ thou flatterer, 

life! 
Is it for this^ that tofs'd, *twixt hope, and fear. 
Peace, by new ihipwrecks, numbers each new 

year ? 
Oh, take me, death ! indulge defir'd repofe^ 
And draw thy filent curtain round my woes. 

Yet, hold— ^»^ tender pang revokes that^^Vi, 
Still, there remains one clainiy to tax my care. 
Gone, tho' (he is, (he left htxjoul behind. 
In four dear tranfcripts of her copy'd mind. 

They 
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They cbam me 6avm to hie, nevr tt& ruppiy> 

And leare me not, at teiiwe, yet, to die I 

Bufied, for them> I, yet, forego releafe ; 

And teach my wearied besirt^ to wait for peace. 

But, when dieir day breaks bro^d, I welcome 

i night. 
Smile at diicharge from care^ and (hot out light 



EPILOGUE, t9 EuRiDicE ; 
Spoke by Mifs Robinfon, in Be/s Chatbs. 

OH, Gentlemen ! Tm come — but was not 
fent ye ; 
A voluntifr — pray, does my fize content ye ? 
Man J I am yours : fex ! bleft, as heaven can make 

you. 
And, from this time, weak woman, IforIkkeyou« 

Who'© be a wife? when each new play caa 

teach us. 

To what fine ends, thefe lords of ours befeecli us. 

At firfti whatever they //(?— they ^ofo cbarmingl 

But mark what follows — ^frightful, and alarming! 

They 



I 
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They feed, too faft, on hoe-^Hba^^JklCmngy tell 

us. 
They can't^ foriboth^ htUnd^ becauie they're 

Who wou'dbe wdmm^dien ? tafighyandfuffier^ 
And wifh, and wait, for the^^^!m-c^^^ t^^^ f 
Not I— faiewcl to fetticoats^ ^nd Jlitcbing^ 
And welcome dear, dcox ireeches^ more bewitch- 
ing ! 
• Henceforth, new-moulded, FU rove, love, and 
wander. 
And fight, and ftorm, and charm, like Periatider. 
Born, for xb\&' dapper age^ pert, ihort, and dever. 
If e'er I grow a man, 'tis now, or oeven 

Well, but what cmndtiSi fuits this transforma- 
tion? 
1*11 copy fome imartT^/ of conver&tioa : 
Shou'd there be ivar^ I'd talk oifelds^, aod trem^s% 
£hoa'd there hcpiocf, I'd toaft ten favVite wencl^. 
Shou'd I be AvV— 'gadfo— how then— no matter, 
rU bow, as you do — and hokf^Jhy at her. 
Andib, who knows, that never meant to/r^w ye. 
But Fm Mgoada mm^ as any of ye. 

Well 
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Well, 'tis a charmingyr^/rV^ / and I'll dp't ( 
Sirs, have I your confent ? whatiay yc to*t ? 
Yet, hold — ^perhaps, they'll dread ^ rival beaux ; 
I may be what Ifeem^ for ought tbey know. 
Ladies, fareweth-^l fliou*d be loth to leave yti 
Cou'd an increafe of pretty feUows grieve ye : 
Each, like myfelf, devoted ne'er to harm ye, 
And full as^/, no doubt, toferve^'sxidL charm jt. 



The Shipwreck* 

>#Ti W A S on the day, whofe unaufpicious fete, 
With difmal news^ alarm'dSr///7;?;?w'sftatc; 
And, in our admiral s Jloipwrcck^ let us fee. 
That courage cdinnotjlem mortality I 
Tht fea's grim fov*reigny in a calmer place. 
Unbent tJie wrinkly terrors of his face : 
Where, ftretch'd ateafe, the wanton minardhj, 
And, hem'd with Nereids^ laugh'd the hours away; 
Soft knots of unform'd coral fwell'd his bed. 
And cozyfamphire crown'd his buihy head% 
A watchful guard ^ih^ht&,'-zrlXL^JiJhes keejp. 
And wind-rock'd bilitms lull'd their lord to flpep. 

While 
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WitiLfi thus he lay, thick-gathering fljouts 
wereheardj 
From cv'ry part, xhtfcaly tiation fieer'd ; 
With^ {ixMenforce^ the fwellingy^^f ran high. 
And mo'Oing mountains fwept the darken'd^;^* 
l)ifturb'di the monarch rais'd his wond'ring head^ 
And ftarted, doubtful, from his btiny .bed : 
Angry, his aweful trident, thrice, he fhook* 
And (vfihpojjeffion of his chariot took : 
Fix'd, in the ftately feat, he drives, he raves ! 
The frighted ^eeds divide the foamy waves ^ 
And plunging, fiercely, thro' retorted tides^ 
Daih the drops, bpth ways, from their pantiog 
fides. 

• Soon, he arriy'd, where fhoals, on flioals, a- 

maz'd, 
In gath'ringyw^rw, as oij fomc wonder^ gaz*d 2 
Triumphant tumult fpoke unufual ]oys^ 
And growing numbers fwell'd the favage noife. 
The Gc?^ advaiic'd ; and, as he nearer drew, 
The {hooting fijhes fled his avC'eful view ! 
He came : and curious^ what the caufe cou'd be, 
That had, at once, alarm'd th' aflembled fea! 
Vol. III. Z He 
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He faw — and, ftarting back, dcclin'd his head. 
The well-known Clou'Jly^ BritdirC^ admiral^ dead! 
Stretch 'd on the fands, the ^Vavc-fwoIn warrior 

lay, ^ 

To death's wide jaws, an unexpected prey ! 
Swift, he defcends, o'erjoyM/at what he found, 
And rais'd the body^ from th* unwilling ground : 
Invok'd thtfouly to re-inform his breaft, ■'*■ 
The late-ejedled fpirit, greatly bleft. 
Returned, and joyful, its old feat poffefl. 
The waking hero felt a ftf ange furprize. 
And, ftarting, bperi'd wide his lea-wafli'd eyes : 
Look'd round, with curious horror, all amaz'd. 
While, thu^, the God befpoke hira, as he gaz'd. 

Illustr I ous rhal of my wat*ry throne ! 
Welcome, to regions^ more than halfyont own I 
Long have myfeas been pradlis'd to your fway. 
Scarce wou'd my doubtful flaves my laws obey^ 
' Unknowing^ 'till, furpris'd, they faw you die^ 
Who was moft God ofpceam^ youy or II 
Live, now, confefs'd, from this propitious hour, 
Imperial partner of divided povoW. 

Grate- 
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Grateful, the chief bow*d low, un-mov*d|i 
vn^ pride y 
And, to the genVous offer, thus, reply*d : 
You tempt me with a pow'r, I would not lofe^ 
Had I my queen* s confent^ that pow'r to uje^ 
She bid me rule the feas^ to my laft breathy 
But gave me no commijjion after death. 
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PRof HECY ! no --^ *tis luxury of foul I 
No CdtaraSfSy down religion* s rivers, roll t 
Her ftreams, tho* deep^ are ever, fmooth,and clear^ 
And, from their bottoms^ all ib\n^ plain appear : 
On Superjlition^sfea^ thefe veffels ride. 
Foul, with the dajhings of her muddy tide. 
What marh ? what tokens ? can they boaft, from 

heav'n ? 
Knowledge is, ftill, with infpiration^ giv*n I 
While thefe the dufky paths x>{ ignorance tread, 
' And impudently prophecy, for bread ! 
With counterfeited (hocks of foul, they fwcll. 
And, in (ore* dfiveats^ conv\x\&vc falfeboods telL 

Z 2 To 
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Tp heights, like this, religion wpu'd not fly ; 
TEv'n zeal grows madnefi^ when /tis fkrewM too 
high. . ,. 

Now IdWy methihks, moftr wholefotnely fevert. 
Might /rA^/j&*j fair gardehjffoHi this ruhbijh^ clear. 
Which, long clefpis'd, may ftfike too vigorous roct^ 
And, into groves of go Jly error, ftiootl 
'Twere eafy,//(we;, to fweep loofe weeds away, 
Which may deftroy the^ewVj, by fliort Je/ay. 



So, in the iottom oF fome goodly plain, ' 
Flows a ^nill riil, ema-e&s'd, by cafual rain ; 
Ne^r whici)) /with ^axpfyi fteps, and jhunSng 

hindsi 
-Some cautious clownj with needlefk terror ftands ! 
Loth to ^pttfeRipt a jaimWe.paffiige o'er. 
While, ftiir, the fwdlii^g ftream aicreafcs more*' 
'Till faint eflkys, protrading time^ in vain, 
- The rifing river drowns the coYca'd pJain ; 
Then; fiagg'ring, vrhha^rigbt^ he gazes round, 
And, forc'd to pafs, at laft, miftakes bis ground: 
'Till, deeply wading^ to* ward the wide rails'^ 

(bore, 
The cufte&t fwe^ him, aud ht^ ieen no more. 
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CeHa to A'mintbr;. . 

I. 

SI N'C E Gcdy whom wc contiriiiaHjr offend^ " 
Is ftiH fa merciful^ that htjcrgivis^ > 
Many fure ! a (»tying eu may ji^y lend) 
When Woman f^nk^ntj m forrow;^lbre8; 

n. 

The moumfuJ <&w, when abfent from her /!«&^e, 

,Sit8> brooding melancbofy^ all alone i 
PineS) and bemoans, her feparatcd ilate> 
And all the groves can ne'er the lois.attone. 

IIL 
So, I, depriv'd of all, I hold moft dear. 

My much-mourn'd lover ^ and my tendVeft/r/VM 
Hear r^^« whifper, in my confcious ear. 

That only your h\^&ijight my grief can end* 

IV, 
Sure, if I fee you not, before I Jleep^ 

' A fecond Niobe I fliall become ; - ■ - 
l^ly, then, Amintor^ give my woe relief. 
Rather; than vex you, I'll be always dumb. 

* ' Z 3 Amintor*s 
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AmintorV Anfwer. 

I. 

IF you, too frequently provoke your Goij 
That God, "who^mfirciful^ forgives you, 1121, 
You muft exped, at laft, to feel his rod, 

His rod, the fitteft icourge of head-ilrong Wi7« 

[II. 
But I, long vers'd, in w/n^/i'i winding ways, 

Vnmov'd^ with pzxltnt pblegWy thtit follies fee; 
And, like men, tir'd with dirty, wint'ry days, 

,Wou'd wijl) 'twere j^m^, but know it cannof be, 

IIL 

No longer, then, in fpite oi nature^ pine ; 

Thofe tiny eyes can fpare no room for tears ; 
Your wand ring ^(j^^hasfnatcb'd the firft glad/^/7, 

Andi with the peaceful olive-branch^ appears* 

IV. 
For, fhou'd your tuneful clack be ffcricken dun^y 

More wonders woijM arife, than you haVe fljown j 
Not Celia^ only Jlatue^ would become. 

But all th' aftoniih'd town wou'd turn tojlm^ 
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To MiRAND Ay after Marriage ; JVith Mr. 
LockV Treatife on Education* ' 

SINCE, every day, ^ith new delight^ I fee, 
Thefe lively little images of thee ; 
I would their tender minds to virtue^ bow. 
And have 'em never lefs belov'd, than ww, 
Take then, thou gentle partner of my care ! 
•A glafs^ to Ihow thee, what thefe infants are : 
By this juft light ^ diredl their opening way, 
Left road-met folly lead their ftcps aftray : 
Firft, teach *em, what, to heaven's high throne, 

they owe, 
Then —- whence, qm earthy the wfe man's com- 
forts flow ; 
Teach *em, vfhxhfortune fmiles, to u(fe her rights 
And nobly /corn her, when flie takes her fight. 
The rarefomd charms oi f^iendjhip let 'em know. 
And learn, that loves foft drefs is lin'd with woe. 
Form, with progreffive care, the widening min4» 
And, growing, bid 'em leave the world behind : 
'Till, having learnt, whate'er becomes xhtjree^ 
You, laftly, teach 'em, how to charm^ like thee. 

Z 4 Epitaph, 
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Epitaph, on a yot^ng Lady^ ^ho died 
unmarri?4. 

I. 

T? I P E in virtue, green in yeari, 

Here, a matchlefs mud lies low ; 
^one Caxx^A read, and {pare their tears, 
Pid they biit Ji^f fwfeti^efs know, 

II. 
Humbly wife, and meekly good, 

Na earthfy lover's arms fhe Weft i 
Put, full of grace^ hpr Saviour woo'd. 

And hides her Mujbes^ in his breaft. 



Blowing Kifles, ai the Plajhhoufe. 

# 

NO more, vain wretqh ! fuch triffin^ arts 
purfuc^ 
TheTe public fooleries will never do ! 
Love's fecret flames^ like lamps, fliou'd bwyMlifn 
Th? very raonient they take air, they die. 

^ Womx 
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Women^^Stivo* erofwds^ can unfeigned paffion f{^, 
Skiird, in the rhefric of a ipeaking eye : 
But when, regardlefs of their fanpie, you move, 
Your gkre q{ folly blinds their eye oflwe 



AugiiftaV Complffint to her Thames. 

NE A R the foft folitudes of Hamptotts plain* 
Where the moift banks perpetual fpring 
maintain ; 
The geQtlc Thmes has form'd a deq> ning bay. 
Where fportful dreams, in wanton whirlpools,. 

play: 
In this fweet pl^pe, the clouds no terrors wear ; 
Here* no bold tempers difc^Hxipc^e the air : . 
No ruffliiig billows, here, ai&ult the fltore, 
Nor wint'ry floods, with fweird ambition, roar; 
But all ferene, s^nd calm, is form'd to pieafe^ 
And the fmooth ftream refieBs the bordering treea. 
Hidier no winds, but zephyr ous breaths repaicn 
Soft; as ihc^bs of love-fick virgins are ! 
'HciCi/afity reignsi and, on the fllent brink, 
Cod^chewing cattle watch their fleeting drink : 

Whilq 
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While fiflics, confcious of no foes to fliuh. 
Turn up their fcaly nofes to the fun. 

Here, lick with grief, which Anna\ abfcnce 
bred, 
Augusta's genius hid her mournful head : 
And, with Iqw accents, fpeaking inward pains, 
Thus, to the gliding river, flie complains : 
When, gentle ftrcam, to fliun the briny tide. 
Anon, thy fea^met ivaves (hall, backward, glide 5 
Then, gentle ftrcam, be kind, one moment flay! 
And, on thy furface, bear my fighs away : 
Tell the great miftrefs of this happy ifle, 
Augujla^ ftript oi joy^ forgets to fmile : 
What, tho' yon tow'ring fpires have ris*n in ftatc, 
The city's genius feels an humbler fate ! 
Shou'd art J and nature^ toil, to make me fair, 
Cou*d I tafte glory, and my queen not there? 
But oh ! too fondly, I, to thee, complain ! 
Thou know'ft, unkindly know'ft, 'tis all in vain ! 
Thy ftreams their eye-bewitching pleafures join, 
To raife thy fFinJfor's Hate, to ruin mine ! 
Wind/or hQi% other boa^s^ but, help d, by thee. 
Grows proudly charming, and out-rivals me. 

But 
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But turn, fweet current ! bid diy waters ftray. 
And guide their mazy bends, fome other way. 
Strip the gay cottage^ of its boaftful pride. 
Nor longer, thto* th* imperious profpedt, glide ! 
So, to thy care, this gloiy fhall remain, 
T* ave given Augujla back her queeriy again. 

Grave T^amefis^ thrice, flhook his dripping 

head. 
And, flowly rifing, from his oozy bed^ 
While the hufh'd ftream, with awful fmoothnefi^ 

ran. 
He, to the tnournful genius, thus, began : 

Yon ^ueen of cities ought to learn content ; 
Her gratitude fhou*d thefe complaints prevent. . 
Have I not rais'd her, to an envy'd ftate ? 
I« flie not ricby licentious^ fmv'rful^ great ? 
And wou'd ftie, thus, make every blifs her own I 
And muft our Anna live, for her alone I 
Do not yonjun^beams^ with unwearied race. 
Whelm their enliv'ning light, from place to placd? 
^/Vhy, then, muft Britain's glory ceafe to move. 
And blefs her world, with her divided love ? 

He 
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Go, go^ retire ! your tears, withpaiiii I (ee. 
And itds amplaint, renewed, (bail iang^rma be ! 
He laid ; and, glidings from ber prefeoce, went. 
And iad jtugufia ftrove^ but could oot be cm^ 
tent. 



To tie unknown Author of the Beautiful 
new i^iece, calf d Pamela. 

BL E 8 T be thy powerful pen, whofs'er ikom 
art! 
Thou flull-d, great tmulder of fStkt mafter'd heart 1 
Where haft thou lain concealed ? or wHy thought 

fit. 
At this dire period, to umwl thy wit ? 
O ! late befriended ifle ! had this broad bl^ce. 
With earlier beamings, blefs'd om/dtbers days. 
The filat radiance pointing out the fource. 
Whence puklic weaitb derives its vital courfe ; 
Each timely draught, fome healing pow'r had 

(hown, 
E're general gangreen blacken'd, to the ione. 
But fej^ringy now, beyond ^\l fenfc of pain, 
*Ti8 hopelefs, and the helper's hand is vain. 

Sweet 



j 



'SwEBT P^neh I for*evcr-blooining >nmA, ! 
Thotf dear, udtiv'njng, (yet iinmortaV) jflbgde { ; 
Why are diy nnrtm fcattcr'tl to the wind ? 
WJiy are thy beauties fbifh'd upcm the blind I 
What, tho' thy flutt'riiigYex might leara^ from 

thte, .. 

'^^axtnufrri ibrixas a rank, abcsve degree f. . - 
TYisX pride y too confcious, falls fromev^ry claim, 
^hflfc bumbk fuomnefs climbs Ixsyofld w& ^ni ? 
What, tho' religion^ fmiling, from thy eyes. 
Shews her plain pow r^ and charms, without dif- 

guife? i 

What tho' thy wannly-jdeafing /x^^i^/feheme 
Gives livelier rapture, than the kofe can d^ttm? 
Whit, tho' thou build'ft, by thy perfiiafive life. 
Maid, child, friend, miftrefe, mother, neighbour, 
. . . ,: wife? 

Tho' tajie^ like thine, each void of time c^n fill, 
Unfunk hyjpleen^ un-quicken'd, by ^adrille ? 
What, tho' 'tis thine, to blefs the lengthen d hour, ^ 
Give permanence to joy, and ufe to pow'r ? 
Lend late-felt bliifhes, to the vain, and fmart, 
And fqueeze cramp'd pity, from the mifer's heart? 

What 
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What, tho' 'tis thine, to huili the marriage breeze, 
TcacH liberty to tire, and cbaini to pleafe ? 
Thine, tho' {tomjltffnefs^ to diveft refiraint^ 
And, to the charmer^ reconcile liit faint ? 
Tho' fmiles, and tears, obey thy moving fkill. 
And paffion*s rufRed empire waits thy will ? 
Tho' thine, the fancy'd fields of flow'ry wit. 
Thine, arfs whole powV^ in nature* i language, 

writ ? 
Thine, to convey ftrong thought, with modeft 

cafe. 
And, copying converfe, teach its ftile to pleafe ? 
Tho* thine, each virtue^ that a G^^ could lend ? 
Thine, every help, that every heart can mend ? 
'Tis thine, mvain ! thou wak'ft a dying land : 
And lift'ft departed bope^ with fruitlefs hand. 
Death has noc^r^— thou haft mis-^tim' a ihy aim^ 
Rome had her Goths — and all, beyond, was 
ie. 



On 
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On CoxmroL^s Jirft Attempt in Poetry ♦ 

WITH eyes, un-brib'd, by your cnchanN 
ing view, 
I traced, impartial, your foft numbers thro* ? 
Your Ioofe-drefs'dy^w;r, in each fparkling line. 
Gilds the gay current of your deep defign. 
Your poem, ftrongly fine, and foftly bold, 
J^Jilkworm^s labour, fpun, with threads of gold. 
Go on, bright maid ! nor doubt the world's ap- 

plaufe } 
Wti^ arm'd with hoksy like yours, the critic awes ! 
Tho' years may knit, and lengthen your fuccefs. 
Think not your youth will your due praife opprefs: 
Ev*n the broad y«;7, when, firft, his glories rife,*^ 
With ftruggling tindture, ftreaks the eaftern 

fkies. 
But foon, thro' heav n's enlightened orbs^ the 

conquering lufire flies. 



rbe 
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: The Vaientine. 

WI| Y, be it fo ! it matters not what name 
Yon river bears, fince, ftill, it flows Ae 

\r. fame,!. 
Whatever I ca/J you, this, Fm Tufc^I feel, 
No name can fpeak of you, with half my zeal ! 
In yzxi\j Jove's meaning, this or fbat^' we call , - 
The Gomprehenfive lover takes in all ! 
Yet, fince, to mfiom'i tent, we all inclinei 
You fliall, to pleafe you, be my Valentine. 
And, fince my charming trifier ajfks a gift. 
The myjiic value of this prefent, fift. 
Accept thefe gloves^ and, if they worthlefs fccffl, 
.Learn, thus, what //?Ji, they bring, for your ^ 

teem. 
Their fpotlefs white prefer'd their choice, to me, 
A& the beft embkm^ of your chaftity* 
Their fmoolhnefs may, almoft, the. honour win, 
To reprefent the "ueJvet of your Jkfn : 
Their fiif>plenefs^ which, join'd with ftrength,you 

find, 
Is the juft fabrick of your well-mix*d minJ. 

The 
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The kidy thit wore 'cm, had fome fairit pnetfencti 
To be thfe type of yoiir iweet innocence : 
How, then, can I a fitter prfefdnt chufe ? 
Or yod thfefe embiematic gloves rfefufe ? 
X)ne ilrbnger reafon, too, tnyfear has found ; 
Womeriy they fay, ohjlight the breafi they woundi 
And, when dark abfence {hades us, from their 

- view, 
They look not aftfer usy but fcek oiit new : ^ 
To fiiiin ihi&fatey thefe gloves your lover fendS^ 
That ydu may irave hiniy at your ^hgers ends. 



The Revenge. 

HIGH, dn thtfummii of a craggy rock^ - 
Whofe hardened fides relift the billows* 
ihock I 
Whofe cliffy brow, inehs eyes, with horror, viewj 
O'erlboking,* proudly, land^ and ocean^ too : 
There ftands a roomy cave^ by iiature, made. 
To initi in juft fenibrafce&j ligbt^ ^mdjhade : 
Its fpacious moutk the fiin's up-rifihg greets^ 
Admits hii lujlfei but repels his heats ! 

Y6u III. A4 m 
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No ghnng gold, on this rough portal, fhines^ 
But creeping ivy round its entrance, twines z 
Wall-flow'rs, wild-thyme, and juniper, grow, 

there. 
And with their odorous influence, feed, the air : 
Surrounding ^r(3Wi, at diftance, graceful rife. 
Shades, for the little fongfters of the fkies; 
And, near the cave, a torrent, gufhing o'er, 
Daflies the fea, beneath, with tributary roar* 

Stretch'd, on a bed of frefli-blown rofes^ 

here. 
Serene, the region, and the pf o^eft clear ! 
Rejisy when grown wiary, by her fummer toil, 
The wakeful genius of our happy ifle ! 
Hence, her unbounded fight can trace the fliorc, 
And look, high-pofted, the proud ocean o'er ! 
And hence, while hojiile winds grow hoarfe, in 

vain, 
•Guide fafe her wide-waUb'iiBrifons, 'crofs the 

mam. 

'Tw AS here, of late, on an ill-fated day, 
The awful nymph, o'ercharg'd with bufinefs, lay? 



J 
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Now, fwelling winds deficient fails to fill ; 
Now, faffhing tenipefts, with redu<aive fkill, 
No^,. with Wi6:tbkJJings;\ocks file thro* the ifle,' 
And calls' forth barbejlsy with Tijruilfulfmile: 
Then, 'twards y&^^/z's fpires,' fKe loves to lean, ! 
And giiide ftra/d comforts, to Augujla'^ queen ! 
But, whether tir'd, with lier long linte of r/7r^. 
Or Itiird to rejl^ by the unaSted air^ 
A rifing languor o'er her fenfes creeps. 
And, in ^L-fattil hour, the guar Jian fleepi.' 

N6\<^ wis the tinic 1 the prompted GdlJic foe^ 
Caird Out, to flride a chance-invited blow. 
With £Ham6fiil edds^ in -flrength, advanced, to meet 
Th' unfearing convoys of a Britijhfieet ! 
With deadly y^t:^, th' unequal fquadrona join. 
And death-wing*d>?r^j fly fwift, from either line; 
in jetty pomp. Slack terrors force their way. 
And fulphVous iinoak puts but the leye of day. 

JcrsT in xkt thunder df th^ growing ^^/> 
The waking genius ftarted at thc^J&/ / 
in fad furprize, fhc rolls her fparkling eycs> 
Springs from her couch, and .to the 'Ocean flies ! 

A a 2 Arriv'di 
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Arrived, incumbent on the tuffled air, ^ 

She fees rude globes xht jioating forefl tear : 
Herfons, dermatch'd^ like men, untaught to yicK| 
Scudy unrefolv'd, about the wat'ry field : 
The fpacious feas, with fcatter'd vefleis, charg'dSj 
To double length, the breaking line cnlarg'd. \ 
Averfe to^', nor At^ to Jafetfs call, 
They hang, like fjatt'ring clouds, about to fall. 
But while the^^^, cncourag'd at his view, 
Preffing, triumphant on, wou'd dare purfuc ; 
Again, united^ they tlie fight reftore. 
Again, dart vengeance ^ fiercer, than before : 
Again, the big-mouth'd cannon rends the fky. 
And the unconquer'dy^^Vrn rufli to die. 

Thus, while the hunted panther^ fpent, with 
Jighty 
Looks round, dijlreft^ and meditates a flight; 
If then prevented, hei with fudden roar, 
Turns back, and dyes the field, with hoftile gore ; 
Difdaining life, upon xhtfpears^ he flies. 
And, heap'd on piles of vidtims^ proudly dies. 
All this the trembling nympb^ with grief, beheld ' 
At length, her care the vidor's force repell'd : 

Then 



/%• 
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Then, waftes no time, the ruined to deplore. 
But guides the rich remainder fafe to fhore : 
Thence, to the cave^ with threatening tranfport, 

flew, 
Revolving, what her hop'd revenge lhou*d do ! 
There, while deprefs'd with melancholy thought, 
Her working fancy difF'rent projeds taught ; 
From heav'n's bright orb, zyoutby divinely fair. 
With wings extended, cleav'd th' enlightcn'd air j 
Juft, at the mourning charmer's feet, he itay'd, . 
Look'd lovely on her, bow'd him low, and faid: 

Mourn not this little lafs^ nor blame thy fate ; 
Decreed revenge fhall on thy wiflies wait : 
Look up, bright maid! read Rajv^elies, writ 

there. 
And pay thyfelf large int'refl:, for this care ! 
He faid : and, ftrait, his wings their plumes ad- 
vance, 
' And bear him, glitt'ring, thro' the wild expanfc* 
The rzwiih'di nymph beholds his ftarry flight. 
And, fiU'd with promised glory, bleft the fight. 

Aa3 IT^ 



2^ the Flattering Incognita,, 

I. 

T|\7: EENl but obfcure deftroyer L cou d your 

How your wit's warmth has. fledg'd ipy fluttVing. 

^ foul! 
Yqu, who.havc oafd^ won'dalfo/Z/^/me, 
Ai\d not thus, tempt the rac?, yet hide the. goal I^ 

V ? 

It 

Y9U bid me cme^ but, a.h ! you fay not wbeng 
Such fpft, fiiph foul-infpiring graces live ! 
Tell me but tbafy and I'll, at once, be tbere^ 
With all the fpeed, that ^lope-wing'd love cafl 
give. 

ni 

Ypu'RE, now, the ignis fatuus of defire !, 
You tempt my wifhe^, witb a wily fpark ; 

But the firft ftep, which brings me nighcr, 
While, to reach you, I afpire, 

Strait, you vanifh — and 'tis dark. 



J 



Original Poems. 359 



yojilingy in Sncnvy Weather. 

FORGIVE me, Chloris ! nor my rudenefs 
blame. 
Strange, as it is, this-^r^ has hrcd a flame ! 
Pnv'n from your breaft, I glow, with new defire; 
And melt, like ftraggling fnow, that fall$ on Jire. 
Had you b?en black, you might have fhun'd^ 
this blaw: I 

For different colours wou d each other {how, )» 
But, oh ! you're fair^ and cold^ and foft^ and | 
every way like fmw. j 



Psalm ^Iv, Verfe 6. 

O, that I had Wings^ like a Dave A 
I'hen would I Jl^e^away^ and be at rejll 

OThat my feet were wing'd^ as my defire ! 
I would not, then, thus tedioufly retire : 
Thus flowly rife, that, while to mount> T try, 
I fink, beneath the weighty from wjiich I fly !' 
Could I, like eagles j fail upon the wind. 
Might curfes catch nje, when I look'd behind f 

A a. 4^ Till. 



26o ' Original Pqem§. 

'Till ihaking ofif this cumbVous load oi breathy 

My foul reach'd heavn^ nor ftop'd to bait at 



death. 



"The Amorous. Scrutiny. 

I. 

IF 'tis not lov^y what is it, that I feeli 
If 'tis, he's far more mighty^ than he's blind I 
Whofe tickling wounds no fufFrers wifli to heal ; 
Who pains each breaff, he ftrikes, in dlfPrent 
kind. 

11. 

If good the cauife, why the efFedt fo ill ? 
And why do I, thus torn with grip f, remain ? 
ISbad^ fuch torments fhoud not cure, but kill ! 
Whence, then, proceeds thc'fweetnefs of my pain? 

III. 
If I confent to burn, why do I grieve ? 
And, if I don't, ah ! what avail my tears ! 
Oh ! lije ia deaths how I my will deceive ! 
And wafte my blooming hope, with empty fears ! 

Whq 
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IV. 

Who can define the odd effeds of love ? 
'Midft ftorniy tempefts, in a leaky boat, 
No rudder Ieft> no compafs, right to move^^ 
Tofs'd to and fro, unknov^ingly, I float. 

Scarce can I tell howl wou'd wiih to be ! 
While rich in health, I pine, and long to dif ! 
In view of death, I ftruggle, to be free ! 
J freeze \n fi^mnier, and, itx wmter,yry. 



V 

LiBBRiA, watched at Midnight. 

AS from a window, in the wane of night, 
Vfithjlarry viewsj I feafted wand'ring fight, 
I faw Liberia watch the rifing day, 
Whofe luftre was tQ Jight her friend away \ 
Tbatfriendywhofc kindred paffion ferv'd to prove, 
Th? promts* d ardour of her brother* s hoe /* 
l^bat brotber*s love, which, Ao' it mwts regard, 
^emams tmcrtm^d, with the jet^hofd revtard / 

As, 
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As, in fome overcaft and difmal day. 
We ftart, to fee the fun, at once, break way \ 
So, at that hpu^*, to fee fuch charms advance, 
Vfhtnghsjis app faid to. rife, and fairies dance T 
With more than ufual pleafure, fiU'd my fight. 
And mix'd/ome wonder^ with much more deligbtt 
While, arm in arm, they trac'd the garden walk. 
The love-'hujlod air hung lift'ning to their talk : 
The dancing breeze^ which had, 'till then, been 

At their appeaiance, figh'd^ and dy'd away. 
As they drew near, ^t^nrnn more ftrongly fhone. 
To view their brightnefs, not to boaft her own. 
A general ftillnefs feem'd to footh their cares, 
And natures face gv^wfad^ to fuit with theirs : 
Shrill-barking Mopsy. fmo^r*d her own joys. 
Fearing to drown her mijlrefs' charming voice : 
Liberia fpoke, but feera'd to fpeak in vain, 
As if unable to defcriba her pain ! 
When grief is true^ no. words its force can paint. 
Anient forrow far outfpeaks complaint ! 
A thoufand leaves the deftin*d^^rj. took 5 
A thoufand pnfpbke meanings. GiVd each lodkr 
Qft, they gaz*d> upward, to the dawning fky. 
And curs'd th' expeflsd hour, for drawing nigb^ 

If 



Original Poems. 363 

If now, thought I, fome gentle zephyr blew. 
Thus (hou d it whilper, as it round h(?r fle^y: : 
Thinky fince your pitying foul does abfence hate, 
Abfence from you^ muft fliarper pangs create ! 
Thiqk, if, to lofe th^jljier^ gives you wo^5 5 
What, lofing you, the brother undergoes ! . » 
"VVho, every night, from your lov'd prefence, fent. 
Does long repeated abfences lament ! 
And, if this parting does yourfelf difpleafe, 
Be taught, hyfympathyy to give him eafe. 



On Eliza'f defignd Voyage to Spain* . 

TO Spain! forbid it, heaven! oh, think no 
more. 
To blefs, profufely, that abounding flipre ! 
It can, to fouls, Xikt thine y no pleafure yield, ./ 
To walile manure, on the too fertile field : 
Our beggar'd foil, at honie, alone, flaou'd fliarc. 
The gen'rous influence of Eliza's care ! 
Since Spain^ high-treafur*d, grafps xht golden njoefi^ 
ph ! let thy Indies^ be, by us, pofleft ! 

On 
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On Occafion of fame Verfes, from Eliza. 

CHarmer I no more, by partial friendfhip, 
led, 
To humble them«s, mk-tunethy hcav'niy lyre! 
Wide as the poles, thy fweeping pinions fpread. 
And (bar to fubjefts, worthy oi thy Jire / 

II. 

Chained fhort, hy fortune ^ I, utming^dy remain, 
A fruitlefs meaner, far beneath thy praife : 

Warm^dj by thy heat, I poorly wifli, in vain. 
For xneans;, to fan thy carth-»cmlight'ning blaze. 

HI. 
O! were the world not deaf^ and fortune blind. 
How wou*d thy jty-dreft mufe^ encourag^dj^ 
Jhine ! 
How wou'd the general chorus of mankind,, 
To prove their wit, con^Kr> in praifiog thine. 



If; 
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IV. 
If poets prophets arc, the time (hall be, 

When li by means ungucfs'd, (hall reach the 
pow'r, 
To ftretch the world's eye wide, thy mufe to fee. 
With ftar-bent flight, Kke ibme new "Juno^ 
tow'r. 

' ^ .V. ■ * 

Mean while, what other theme deferves thy pen. 

But death-edg'dy2^//W, on this ftupid age ? 
Where poetry, un-nerv'd, in worthlefs mgfli 

Has giv'n a woman all ApoUo's rage ! 



P R O L O G U K 

PE A C E. to the mufe's empire— let iht/iagi 
Shun civil war, and only a£l its rage : 
While rifing ftrife divides our neighbouring fbtc. 
To prove our tafte abhorrent of debate. 
We {often feu Ji^ with a pacific fcheme. 
And take a good old treaty^ for our theme. 

Far 
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Far be the omeriy that Attends the name ; 
Treaties, in Englandj .are of hfingfame^ 
In BocalinVs fcalei they treaties lay^ 
The more thrown in, the lighter^ ftill, they weigM 
Tho',;iays Cominesy m war^ thefe Englijh beat\ 
MorbkHy we Ftenchken fouct 'errP^ when they treaf^ 

Svcnfatire mi^ht be juft, in ages paft. 
But no bad politicks have ftrength, to laft. 
How can it, now, be truth, wheii Britain's hngh 
Strctdxovet Europe, 'their protective wings ? 
See the* fifft feeds of jarring purpofe rife, 
And markPffcie growing gUilt, with guardian^ eyes;. 
^Till fore' J accord the promis'd harveft fweeps. 
And all, at once, is peace — and mnxditvjleeps. 

AwA Yy 'with^^//V^, and their pariial fears ; 
Whence our long caltrty of twenty peaceful years ? 
Why fo remote^ do thefe Aate thunders fpread, . 
Nor break, in dangVous nearnefs^ott our head ? . 
Half tiiy lov'd bleflings, liberty j would ceafe, 
Cou*d war, and rapine, force the fence of peace : 
But, like a fafe-guard mountain^ ftands the tbrmei 
Nor hear we of 2iJiorm^ 'till 'tis overblown. 

HoW 



J 
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How greater, far, this p6wV to fave^ than kili^ 
*rhe wifh \iow god'Uke ! and how va/i the ikill ! 
The hand of ruin, we, with eafe, employ^ . 
And every ./»//f{f tyrant can deftroy : 
But, like the God, who bids the w^ves i^ftiJl^ 
To curb the rage of ftruggling war, at will! 
To fay to monarcbs — Let your difcord reji^ 
I will not fee the world, I guard, difireji. 
; — This is, indeed, to rule— Such princes clainii 
If not 2l founding, yet zJMnin^^ fame. * 
FaSiion but helps the greatmfs, it idefieSj. 
And lives,, but by the mercy, it denies. 



i^ 



To Lord George Grahme ; 

On his Action^ near Oftend, on the 24th ^ ^^ ^^_^ 

1745. .<T.V 

> r-jn WAS finely tim^d ! third Edward's bright^ 

-*• eft days 

Had, from fuch captains, claim'd increafe ofpraife: 
But, now, 'tis tenfold greatnefs, thus, to rife, 
Wjiere fenfe of viei'ry, loft in purfe-crdft, lies ! • 

Where 
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Where war but pilfers, and but bags conteit 5 

And public honour is the pnblic jeji* 

At fuch a tinie, to dare the fneercr's joke ; 

Td rufli bn danger, whfen bilt foes proVbke j 

tJn-brib'd, by profit's impulfe, fight for bays. 

And court Tioprammmi but his country's praiic; 

*Tis prodigy i 'tis out of nature's road ; 

'Tis fcorn '6ip¥udence^ and offence to mode. 

Sh AKtii Dunkirk ! and retraflt thy bold extenti 
Doomed td due duft, ftands each fJroud battlement. 
Swell highi prdjiitidus furge, hide Toumay'S 

ftains^ 
And wafh oS infult^ froni oiir convd campaigns. 
LoBk iip, ye fea-driv*n gbojls ! whom pleased 

Toulon 
Saw fink, in fruitlefs fight, forgot too foon ! 
0*er the fait wave, trkrmphant thuiiders hear. 
Hail the wifh'd vengeance^ that, at laft, draws near! 
WhlW France ftarts widCj and wonders, whence 

it came. 
Pale, to her trembling genius, pciiit a Grabmef 
Tell her, 'tis his, to feel his country*^ fire. 
Hold her paft fame in view, to urge it higher : 

T(jli 
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Tell hfer, re-waking glory waits his calli 
To pour atonement', o'er thfe pride of Gauh 
Reclaim atfcrttd oteari'i queftidn'd fway^ 
And teach the doribtfiil nations to obey* 



Say, pityiiigi&Mv'« / that i^^r'&zblund' ring Jf ate % 
Whom haft thou late infpir'd^ to lend lis weight ? 
Blow, ye broad winds, fexpand his dp'ning ligbt> 
Tell us, whence rofe he ? Do his country right i 
Born, on thy bleaks, Albania f iiurfe df kings I 
Froni gen' rods ftock, this geh'rous Scyonfyrin^l 
Son of thy fouli Montrose ! Ttere, known> tod 

^cll! 
Prop of a crown^ \irhed three loft kingdbnis fell ! 
Far be the omen from thy filial fire, 
In every wreathfe, but death\ tranfCeiid thy fire \ 
Far, from thy great forefather 'a ftffF rings, rais'd; 
For more than ill his virtues^ Idv'd, and prais'd : 
Down, thro' titofe's tide, tranfiiiit his length'nirig 

fstriic ; 
O, born, abot^e his fate, to lift his name; 

Oh, MALLE-i* ! this wi$ i&^— fWeet heav'h-fac'<i 
boy I ' 

Thy friend congratulates thy confcious joy : 
Voi:. III. Bb Pride 
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Pride of thy care, thou led*ft his carlieft youth, 
To court plain glory, white as robelcfs truth ; 
To fcorn dark lifts, which men difiinSlion call. 
And climb, felf-finew'd— or, not rife at all. 
Courage^ by nature, his— thou taught'ft him taftc, 
And jnnate warmth, with polifh'd brightnefs, 

grac'd. 
Breathed o'er his lift'ning htivtrefleSHoris breeze, 
Qave him defire to knowy with pow'r to pleafe : 
Thine, half the triumphs of his riling fame ! 
And Britain*s future Flag fhall blefs thy napie. 



In a blank Leaf of a Book^ fent to 
Miranda. 



G 



O, ha^py book. 



who, void of life, art from life's cares fo free. 
Thou canft, before my lovely charmer, lie, 
Unfcorch'd, by all the lighfnings of her eye. 
'Midft her infpiring touchy thou canft remain, 
Taftelefs of pleafure, and feciire from pain : - 
While abfent beauty breaks thy author's reft. 
And bope^ zudfsar^ by turns, diftratSl his breaft. 

My 
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My angel miftrefs muft, henceforth, be thine. 
And I devote thy offerings, -to her flirine : 
On varied themes, divert her wand'ring eye. 
As o'er thy hoiiouf 'd leaves, her glances fly ; 
Bat, when her thoughts, on ibfter fubjeds, rove, 
Afid lead her, where thy pages talk of love. 
Oh ! then, fo mindful of thy author be. 
To bid her, in a whifper> think on me. 



The Progrefs of Wit ; a Caveat. 

TtlNEFUL Alexis, on the Thame's fair fide, 
The ladies play thing, and the mufes pride j 
With merit popular, with wit polite, 
Kafy, tho' vain ; and elegant, tho' light : 
Defiring, and deferving, others praife. 
Poorly accepts a fame, he ne'er repays j 
Unborn to cherifli, fneakingly approves, 
And wants the foul to fpread the worth, he loves ^ 
This, to the juniors of his tribe, gave pain. 
For mean minds praife, but to be prais'd again 5 
Henceforth, renouncing an ungracious Baal, 
His altars fmoak not, and their off'rings fail : 

Bb i 'The 
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The heat, His fcornhad rais'd, his pride inflamyi 
'Till what they worfhip'd firft, they next defam'd j 
Deposed, at length, from Pindus* top, he rolFd, 
While infedl witlings, pleas'd, his fall behold^ 
And each cold-croaking Heliconian frog 
Leaps fcornful, and beftridea th' unreigmng log- 

Far-fall'n Alexis, who fo ill afpir'd. 
Sick of fuccefslefs war, from wounds retired. 
Where, while in fleep^ his forrows ebb'd away^ 
And, hufh'd in darknefs, indignation lay ; 
Fancy ^ fair mrftrefs of the poet's mind. 
For ever changing, yet for evef kind ; 
Soft, o'er his dreams, her formful radiance fhcd/ 
And his rapt foul thro' heav'n's thin purlieus, led^ 
Seated befide the ftar-invading dame, 
Whofe fteeds, wind-footed, paw^d the laml^nt 

flame. 
High, as a widow'd lover's grief can climb^ 
Her air-built chariot rofe, and hung fublimc. 

Unveiling, thence, the world's bleak waftc^ 
below, 
They faw thtjiream of life j beneath 'em, flow; 

Dinij 
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Dim, from the fable fca of iirtb, it rofe, 
In a flow^ lilent, fullen, dread repofe : 
For, round th* enaerging fource, that glimmer'd, 
• pale. 

Mountains of midnight darknefs roll'd a veil : 
But, as the evolving furge fwell'd into day. 
Quickening, it mov'd, and roar'd, and rufh'd av^y. 

Broap, on the left, from low oblhioris fliore, 
Quickfands, and rocks, reached half the current 

o*er : 
Lucid, like truth, the treacherous water (hone, 
And, o'er gay gilded fhoals, ran, tuneful, on 5 
Pebbles of gem- like hue, with painted pride, 
Glow*d, thro' the wave, and burnt, amid the tide. 
Wantonly kind, the fun's enllv'ning beams 
Shower'd, in Ught fpangles, on the dancing 

ftreams ; 
While infeft rKitions, gnats^ and wafps^ znAJHes^ * 
Ting'd, in the rainbow's ever-changing dyes, 
Sheathing their flings, and fmiling, like the/air^ 
Peopled the fiinlhinc, and adorn'd the air. 

Less lively, on the right, the ftream's deep flow. 
There, no falft? colours mix'd their varied. glow j 

Bb ^ ' ' No 
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No gawdy bottom catch'd the downcaft eye : 
Abovey no flutt'ring infe6t wing'd the fky ; 
S?rencly folcmn, all — One equal whole 
Flafli'd not upon the fenfe, but touch'd the foul 2 
Infti^ad of rocks, green iflands flourifh'd, here, 
Silent, and fruitful, as the full-grown year j 
In place oifiiesy grzy^fwans of fnow-like hue. 
Sweetly majeftic, in flow circles, flew : 
But, tho* thefe ifles the difl:ant profpeS chear*d. 
No b^y, no port, no landing-place appear'd i 
Kind birds, alone, gave entrance o'er; the mound. 
Nor, from the ftream, be|ow, was inlet foundt 

TiiEsfafjfyy thus -^Fame's future regions, 
thefe, . 
Where nothing furfeitSj y^t, where aU thing? 

Here, mepiory fl:ands fix'd, while time runs on, 
Apd worth blooms frefli, when life itfelf is gone ; 
Danger keeps difl:ance, foften'd fpleen grows kipd> 
Ambition temperate, and love refin-d : 
Nor pride, por jealoqfy, can, here, annoy. 
Nothing is ecftacy, tho' all is joy : 
Peace without languor, labour, void of pain, 
Qlgry vmeriviqd, an4 unflander'd gaiij. - 
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Tho' difTring, thus, the ftrcani's unfocial fides. 
Yet, one broad gulph abforb'd the double tides ; 
From birthy devolving, death's blind fea, below, 
Boundlefs> and formlefs, fnatch'd the itningled 

flow 5 
Both rounding oceans, backward, feem'd to tend. 
And vaft, beneath^ their fable furges blend : 
But fa;r more frightful this ! — whofe dark pro- 
found, 
A depth eternal ! life wants line to found : 
Unbottom'd fliade roU'd, loofe, o'er fwallowed 

light- 
Fancy grew giddy, nor fuftain^d the fight : 
But, ftarting into fear, tranfpos'd remark. 
And fought lihefource^ lefs dreadful, tho' as dark. 

Thick, on the rifing ftream's emitted tide. 
Million^ of fhape^efs bodies feem'd to glide ; 
Whofe breathing bulks, to life, arid motion, 

blown, 
Shot into human forms, compleatly grown ; 
Mix' J rank, and fex, fprung thro' the liquid jet. 
But, pouring outward, clear diJiinSiion met ; * 

Bb 4 SonM 
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Some wading, naked, trod the flipp'ry plains 
Some cut the fluent ws^ve— fome, tir'd with paii?, 
•Failing to float, or wade, neglected, fell, 
And funk, unfi>atch'd at, ia the troubled f^<^Il : 
To others, rifmg happipr^ and ferene. 
Fortune^ dark buftling, pow'r, obfcurcly feen, 
Reach'd, with blind t)ounty, and, with hafty hand^ 
Thin boat*— and buoy*d *ctn 6'er the ihining fand ; 
Pf diflPrent form, thefe boats— a fingle par 
Diflinguiih'd fome — Some wing'd their fides, 

with more ; 
Others, with wn zndfaiJs, conjoined* madp wiy 
And mow'4 the murm'ring furge with fwcepy 

fway: 
While iomt ijlowpok'-meny o'er their toil, recUn'd, 
l^ulh'd their check'd barks^ and^ lab*ring^ Jf^lg'^ 

behind. 

While fome effay'd to crofo, apd >r?erii^ wide^'j 
Wou'd with flircmg ftem, the ftubborn ftrcapiC 
divide, ( 

And flowly ilanting, fought the filent fide .^ ^ 
Swift, to the flielvy fhore, light gallies flew. 
As the fierce channel's rapid current drew, 

^Twixt 



,'\ 



gay* / . 

And J thrtf the ihoaly funfliinej dtnc^d ^w^y& • [ 

pAiiGHT, hy thq gulphy void> that gloc>|X3('#r 
below^ 
Thefe^ from the cxtrrcnt*s fair defccn4ing flow/ 
In-drawn, at onqe, by darknefs fwallow'd o*er. 
Sunk, from their funny fcene, and rofe no tx^rc : 
Still gap'd th' unciofing deep 5 o'er millions gone9 
Yet, ftill infatiate, hourly fwallow'd on ! 
Titles, diftiodbns, forms, rttfh mingleddown/ 
Not levity itfelf wants weight to drown : 
<5amefter8, beaux', eafuifts, jinglers, jefters, drink- 
er?, "■...;■;. ". ; 

FoJfi-hnnters; politicians, and free-thinkers," 
Prudesj, ^devotees, coquets, grave,, light, young. 

old. 
In <y^ mixt night, the covering waves infold : 
Swept frQm the noife they fought, to reft they 

ihiin'd, 
They plunge, for ever, into itatb's profound; 
VI\i^abkrpiloiSyVfho,vt{oWd, flood o'er^ 
And, edging broad, gain'd flow, i^^jafirjhore ; 

Snatch'd, 
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6natch'd» from their fioking feats, were borne to 

. land. 
By watchful fwans, whofe wings the furface 

fann'd : 
There, on green iflands, reign'd, efcap'd Jfrom 

cares. 
Lords of a bloonung world, for ever, theirs. 

WiDB,o'er the fcene, Alexis winds his eye> 
Swif^9 ^s the progrefs of the gliders by ; 
A ftrange confufion rofe — of all who paft. 
With earneft emptinefs, and barren hafte. 
Few, rr^the flood, repugnant, ftrovc to fteer. 
Fewer had ftrength of oars to hold them near ! 
Tir'd, by the current's ill-refifted force. 
Or, bulg'd by envious prows, which crofs'd their 

courfe, v^ — 

The boldeft keels, purfuing, or purfu'd. 
Entangling, and perplex'd, were lod in feud : 
'While others, hcedlcfs of their fleeping oars. 
Drove, in light negligence, nor fhun*d the Ihores ; 
But, pendent o*er the helm, each fhoal explored. 
And fnatch'd, in tranfport, fliells, and ftones, on 

board; 

Or, 
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Or, leaping wanton, catch'd the glittering prey, 
Thatbuzz'd, and gambord, in their fportive way. 

Mean while, moft mournful, of the motley 
fcene ! 
Cheriih'd efFedl of pride, and food of fpleen ! 
Boat over boat, deflrudive pafTage made. 
And weeping pity mourn'd defedive aid : 
Sailing prefumersy preffing, proudly on, ' 
Bore down each envied ronver^ whoneareft ihone j 
The oar-^wing'dwc&l ey'd, with dumb difdain. 
The creeping fok^man's flow-availing pain ; 
And, lordly wanton^ with invafive beak. 
Sunk the faint ftruggler, criminally weak ! 
He^ too, in concert with fuperior hate, 
Lpth to exert lefs guilt, than match'd his ftate. 
Triumphant, in his turn, fought equal prey, 
An^d, o'er the ngJcfd ^ader^ forced his way : " 

Aj^E^is, pQndering,in fufpended thought^ 
What meaning all thefe mazy mixtures taught, 
Sudden, a fhout, from every diflant fide. 
Eddied the air, and broke the back'ning tide ; 
. Acclamatory thoufands rofe alarm'd, 
; All eyes attracted, and e^ch hearing charmed \ 

I Pointing, 
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Pointing in tranfport^ dl their helnis forfook, 
Aod^on one ot^edt, l)ung their lengthening loaU^ 

Down, from the gloomy foorcc^ in fide-long 
float, 
Pro<idly defcending, ijiov'd a glittering boat j ^ 
Her filken fails a coloured radiance threw. 
And ting'd the funny beams, thro* which they 

flewj 
While oars of filver, dafh*d the wat'ry fpray, 
That rain'd in gemmy fhowVs, and dazzled day ? 
High^ on the painted ftcrn, a youth appeared. 
Who rather happily^ thznjirongly fteer*d j 
Faint, and unftriking was bis anguifli'd mien, 
Sadden'd by ficknefs, and o'ercaft with fpleen y 
Yet, from his eyes, there bcam'd a living light. 
Keen, and intent, as a fir'd eagle's fight 2 
And, from his voice, (for, as he fail'd, htfung) . 
Such magic founds of melting mufic fprung. 
That die hufli'd heav'n all downward feem'd to 

bend, 
Andj agamK): nature, ^e charn^'d earth afcend. 

Careless, 
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Careless, he look'd, yet, heedful of his way, 
Broke the kind current's un-obftrudling fway, 
That kifs'd his oars, and haften'd to obey : 
Scarce was his courfe oblique^ for each glad boat. 
That, cjnvious, ftem'd all other's rival float, 
Fix*d, and enchanted, when this youth drew nigh^ 
Hung on Jiis paffing notes> and help'd him by : 
The Mufes row'd him, and the Graces' care 
Trimm'd his light fails, and fpread them to th^ 

air 5 
In his boat's bottom, green-ey'd Envy lay. 
And ferv'd, is ballajl, while fhe clog'd his way : 
Down, from her chariot, light-wing'd Fancy flew. 
And o'er him, lq6fe, her flarry mantle threw ; 
Tleaj^re^ praife^ beauty^ 'twixt his ihrowds, trod 

And danc'd the mcafur'd moments loft away : 
Sportful as Zephyrs^ in his fmiles, they ftrovc. 
And the young /w^i forfook their mother's grove* 

Tttus fortunate, thus favour'd, and t5ius bright;. 
Luckily negligent, and aptly light, 
.He touch'd no Ihoal, fafc rounded every rock, 
Defpii'd all danger, and fuftain'd no ihock ; 
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'Till, to that calmer coaft, approaching mgh. 
And gliding, 'twixt green iflands, fafcly high. 
Circles of hov'ring fwans, with joyful note, 
Clapp'd their broad wmgs, in triumph o'er his 
boat, 

Charm'd, that, fo foon, he rcach'd their fblemn 

fide. 
E'er yet one third of the ftream's length was try'd. 

Steering, from ifle to iflc, with joylefs awe. 
Thin, o'er each height, their white-rob'd lords 
he faw, 

Pleas'd, without tranfport, bow the palms th^ 

bore. 
To hail his paflage near their filent fhore ; 
Cold, and mcbarnfd, he fought his fav'rite croud, 
Immenfely diftant, now, tho", late, fo loud : 
Air was ferene, the air was hufh'd around. 
The waters calm !— Loft ev'n his mufick's found ! 
Back to the left, impatient looks he caft. 
And long'd for ev'ry fhining infedl paft j 
Diftant he faw them, wings o'er wings, difplay. 
And, in light chafes, thread the colour'd ray : 
Eager, for thefe, contending pilots ftrove. 
And catch'dtfaem, carelefs how their veffels drovei' 

Then, 
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Then, with their trophies, drefs*d each gaudy fail. 
While humming i/r^«^j, in fwarms, their fortune 

hail : 
Record paft leaps, foretel dieir nextefTays, 
And buz, melodious, in xhtfy-men^s praifc. 

" Warm'd, and mifled, by this falfe fire of feme. 
His beaming eyes, with emulation, flame ; 
And have I, recreant, thus renounced a field. 
Where bafHed danger can fuch glory yield ? 
Lives there a catch-fly, of yon vent'rous prefs. 
More brave than I am ? or, who fears them lefs ? 

Shew me the warring wafp, whofe threatening 
wing 

I dare not ftrikeat, and provoke his fting ! 

Swans I give me way— your fhorelefs iflands keep. 

Too fafe your clime is, and too calm your deep j 

I chufe a rapid glory, not a flow : 

Shoals arey&^^A/ A^r^//rj, where thefeyVw^/j grow. 

He faid^ and rifing, pufli'd, widi liquid fweep, 
Th* inverted helm, and goar*d the groaning deep: 
Flaming ered, re-fought the furgy fide, 
And bounded, threatening, o'er the foaming tide: 

Sailing 



1 
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Sailing' athwart the fwurms, and (kj^ping higlSi 
He fnatch'd, triumphant, every tenipting fly : 
Gave his loofe rudderj to the current's claim. 
And drove, difdainfijli thro* his rival*s game j 
Prefs'd by invaded wafps* excited ftingSi 
He warr'd, revengfefiil, on their falling wings : 
Thro* duft of flaughtet'd gnits, hb fought, id 

fhade^ 
And fqueez'd thefib, deithful, ^ od the wounds,* 

they made J 
Fleets of cold pppofite^, from all fides, joixl; 
And, tveidg'd, againil this general foe, combine: 
Fainfyy indignant, they refift his fway, 
Yet block his paflage, and obftru£t his v^riy : 
Still, tho' he Magnates, he the fight ihaintaiiis. 
While drones, appiaufive> with their du<aile 

iirains. 
Homage the rifing hero's new renown. 
And firince ef fiy-^atchen the charopioft crown. 

The fwansj, mean-while, whichi frdrh the 
calmer fide, 
Forfaken, faw him truft the fatal tide ; 
Mournful, with pendent wing, his triumph griev^di 
And wifh'd his wafled vigour lefs deceived : 

. Tremblmg^' 



TrcmMing, the^ ihark'd his vcflcl, dbwriwarcl 

' • bent,' ' •' 

Hang o'er th* engiilph^g oceari*^ dark defcent, 
White he, regardtefs, ftill, liew trophies Won, 
And, bent to conquer^ faw riot what to^//«. 

P^Ner.mURed, Ifill enamoured, rtafd. 
And; ftill concurring, lent hiis ratfiriefs aid ; ^ 
To Jber^ far diftant, toiich'd Alexis cry^d. 
Aiid with itrain*d voice, to reach her notice, try'd^: 
*^ Oi'fave hini, Warn hiro, bid him turn, and tAiri^, 
** Let nothis bark, in yon black ocean, fink ! 
•* Tfcach me to call ' hirft, by his powVful name; 
•* P6int out his danger, quench his devious flame • 
•« Raffii ^teenfo^ heart, that eould fuch wir ad*- 

*'vifel ' _ 

*« ffiidrage t tb'Me bimfi'ffyZnA catch-but//«7 
•* Oh teach my tongue his name" — Then fancy 

* heard. 
And, fmiling, at her chariot's fide appeared : 
♦* Why doft thou afk, fhe cry'd, what nations 

know, 
*• Even, all, whom wit, or worth, infpire, be- 
low ? 
Vol. III. Cc "K/i 
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^* His is a name, that ^W^W? qn cvYy mmd, 
" Tunes every tongue, and fails, with every wind ! 
«* Not fUrer is that river life's extent^ 
" Or by thofe oceans,//r/i6, and deatb^ are me.ant| 
<* Not furer fortune is th?it dark pow'r's name, 
" That left, oblivion^ and that right Mt^fame. 
** Thanj that no fon of wit di^^t^juftly,, hope, 
" Ftfw^ dwells mfoUfs paths, b.ut.tho.u, O POPE ! 

Alexis, ftarting, heard his own lov'd n^me,. 
Felt his pride fhrink, andblufli'd, with confcious 

. • fhame! 
Pitch'dfrom the chariot, loft tx>fancfs calli 
And, . had not waiting judgment broke the fall, . 
Contempt's cold vale had caught him^ wak'd, 

and ftunn'd. 
And deep intomb'd him, in his <mn propunix 



To 
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/.\:-^,^7he^. Ak-T'^ Acting. :- 

I>edicatfd to. the,'Ezv\ of Chest^rfijeld. , 

[jtl^ flcep thcTilcnt'pow'rs,' that guard 
^' -• the ftage, 
While yawning opiates lull the taftkfs age ? 
ShaH*rite<:oId themes eatch^r^, from vnt^ejfays^ 
Yet, ho V 'ring chillnefs damp theatric blaze ? 

Mourn it^yefons offpken^- whofe hands (mif- 
taught) : \ . . * 

^ore ^/this feed of fenfe, this plant of /&//^i&/' .• 
Whence' /^^/^w/«rg- flioots might hl6omX\£c'^ gaiv 

dert o'er. 
And weedy mldnefs choak her walks no more. — 
Horror (ait alien w?^ij by genius, niov'd,' 
To fenfe of borae-felt blifsi be, there, improved': 
JVifs entering hand diScGt /edition's^ brcaft, ^ ♦ ' 
Shevethe malignant fpkings, and callibrth;iv^.'^ 

; - - ■ ■ . ' ' . \ ^ ^ : ' ■ ^ 

Therp, fh^ tpuch'd hearty in fccref jGI? occ chid, 
Might learn to bate the guilt, it, once^ but hid : 

Cc2 There, 
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There, SCORN, from note of pity's praUe -i^catch 

grace. 
Start, and paufo,. cbofcious-^in ipMcnJtack'mng 

race. 
There, hccdicfs beauty, warn'd ofman^s falfefire, 

^gbt ch^n do^n wavVing love, and ^^^defire: 

Each maid's^ mild eye corr^d her heart's Wavm 

tru/i^ 
£>uU pert» grow fenfive, and falfe ^us^t^Jij/l. 

There, (now) fits Mummery, thron'd on paf- 
fion's Urm ! 
There, noifier fires, than Wit's (unbrigbfning) 

There,. -D/r^jWifhlau^Uer, ihares divided r\de> 

And only ferious purpofe in^rks xh^foplfi 

Vain, ^ loft pray^'r,. th^t courts^lVfiisit's aii' 
By foes uh^tafted^ aiid by fijiends betit^'d ; 
Patrcm intnkcfs'd; ^twis^tfaSfiotis rapidtides ! 
I^oetty, in fidttmtyU -?- ^m^t,^ abforb'dLin ptalifs /' 
Gone is the learned leifure, once, rever'd. 
And the ftilt voice of gesaus fighs, anh^ird. 

Happiek 



Happier time ! mourn our 4mns no xtoxe \ 
Richly ren)^g'dy thou drain'ft 4 nobler ftore. 
Poor, in our turn, fee Jf^it^s loft channel dry^ 
Robbed of her FouMtAin — for thy full fupply* 

Yj^-r, wha« lionic ruin wrings the bc^rt d^' 
ftrcft, 
'Tis recompence^ to fall, for others, bleft : 
Lefs thy doona'xi dijiance (foul of abfent joys ! ) 
Pldbs the (hook r^mt^whoiehope ithalf deftroys} 
Confcious, thou goe'ft, to warm oneffier's fears 
To TRANSPORTS *— lafting. as the other's tears^ 

L0NG5 in fad iilence, on the willows htiiig^ 
New ! ihe refumes her Harp, for praife, nnp 

firungt 
Tires her tun'd hand, to pour her grateful foul, 
Wide, as her cUef can charm^ from pole to pole 
Genius^ from ages, hers, 'mv^want^ and wrcr^gSp 
How will (he, no^^ tranfcend paft poets fongs ! 
At once, of every nation's ^r^r^ raadc free. 
By every ss^dded fw^<> b?ftow'd wth thee ! 
There, 'midft the toils o( empire's manag'd weighty 
Law's lights extc»d?d, and cmbeJUihUy/<ife 1 
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Find a calm hour, to lend the Stage thy care. 

And tinrt^, unborn, (ball fcei a Stanhope; th^re. 

Dark'nino, mean while, wr raufe's lanrips 
• expire, 
Blank is their profped, and unfann'd their fire: 
Friendlefs, neglecfted, laugh'd at, and unfeit, . 
No now-crown'd conq'ror cares, 'wbere Homer 

dwelt. 
Banifli'd from court, from fenate, city, iccne, 
Wit's fons, all tongue-tied! uvty.^ even'HAKtE- 
quin ! ' ' 

Yet, let the thinker fcorn ftich dumb fufpenfe. 
Nor (flattering CM{iom)fneak his aid {lorcifenje : 
Wing*d for xhtfufurey o'er the prefeht rife, 
Spurn the time's cloud, and ftrike beriigher fkies. 
Not always^ fhall ambition*s muddied brain 
Work to perfwade — yet, hold example vain ! 
Bribe, to each furthered intereft's venal ctie^ 
Yet dream, Diversion, all the Stage's view. 
The time (hall come (indulge it Jbon flow fate !) 
When power fhall tafte, that wit can think, with 
^ weight : 

.The ^mojhallcome — (n6r far the deftin'd day !) - 
Whtn foul-touch'd^^^i ftwtU do more, thzn play: 
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When paffion, flaming, from th'afTerted ftage. 
Shall, to taught* grcatnefs, fire a feeling age : 
Tides of flrong fentiment fublimely roll. 
Deepening the dry difgraces of the foul : 
Ppty\fear^forroWy wafli'd from folly's foam. 
Knock at man's breaft, and find his heart at home. 
Then, plain tfiil^r/^fhall drop her whiney drawly 
And heart-felt anger nerve th' infenfate bawl. 
Then, {hall the moving art old powers poflfefs ; 
Wake valour^ call iorth. joy Sj and ftamp dijlrefs. 
Then, (hall the player take pains^ in pleafiire's 

right, 
iSweaf y*{or his praife, and labour ^ to delight : 
Then, (halt he thank the hand, (in death, long 

"cold)' 
That fir d his languor, apd his fame foretold. 

Tasteful, ey'n how, there- want not fome 
thoice few, 
Whofc hope-warrh*d hearts caii 'hail the diftant 

view : 
Hearts, that the fubje<3:'s lov'd importance know. 
And feel the fire, they bear, with confcious glow. 

C c 4 Why 



Why was the adlor jlairCd^ by law's ijccree ? 
Loft time's recov'rer / truth's awak*ner^ he \ 
Paflion's refiner ! X\fc\Jhoal cgaft fiirv^y'd r~ 
The wife mdsisf^leafer^ and the good man's aid. 
Precept, ajid p«K3:ice, in ont4eacher^ join'4> 
Bodied refemblance of the copied mind : 
Nature confirms, art dignifies his claiiPi 
And only canfs low cranvl defiles his namcr. 

If, but by comprehenfion^ we poflefs, 
.And every greater circle holds the lefs j 
No funk's high claim, can make the /A^r's 

fmall^ . . . 

Since, aSling edchy he comprehends thpm, all. 

Off, to due diftance, half ye llalking train ! 
JBlots of a title, your ]ow tzAcs prof ane I ^ , - . 
No dull, cold, mouther fhares the^ oBor's plea, 
^i^htly tofe^m^ is trapfiently, to be. - . 

,. .How ftalLthis;^^?//? b^ Feach?4, th^t, /cjpji «ja^ 
Still glides }?iore diflant, from th' advancing eye ? 



.Like the fkf^ i5?a-4ipt <?rri&^ J;^^vcn>j&n(?icd 

For cyjcr failed to, and, yet, pevcr found. 
How. £b*U traced prad^icc hit th' ixntroddcn y^^y ? 
Where life '^ travell'd oiit, in arts to ^r/iy. 

Arduous the t»fk, and afks a clipibing braia ; 
A head fox judgment^ jjnd ahewt kvfmn : 
E'er fenfe, imprcfs'd, refleSis adopted forms. 
Arid changeful o?tture fhakcs, with borrow'' d 

ftorms : 
W^V du(%ile geniu3 turns, as p^ffions ^nd^ 
Aad beads,, io farjiffs ipurye, the pliant mii|d. 

IVJark, whca t^* expaudingy?^^, froni carth'$ 

moiij: bed. 
Starting^ at nature's call, prepares to Jpreadi 
Firft, the prone Root breaks downward— thence 

afcend 
Shot fiems-^vrho&joinfs collateral ^^?^^i&x extend : 
Tivigs^ froxn thofe boughs^ lei>d /^^*w^ir-each leaf 

contains 
Side-lefs'ning fiaiis^ tranfvcrsM, hjjihry veins. 
So, from fiijeSed thought, {ko&\»pqffkn\s growth} 
Na4proutfpontaneous, no chance cbild^ of flothr 

lOEA 
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IDE A^ lends: It RtfoT ■-- HrrAy on-'toifcli-'d itiirid^/ 
Fancy, (fwift planter !) firft, th' impreffion binds; 
Shaped in co?7ceptzWs' mould, nafur^*]^ prompt i^^ 
Bids fubjeA nerves obey th' inipflriiig'WiLL : 
Strung to obfequious bend, the riiiifc'ly frame ' '' 
Stamps the fhown image. — P lea fur e^ pity \Jldamey 
Angefy griefy tefror\ catch th' adaptive jj^r/;?^^, * 
While the eye dart^ it ! and iS^^ aceeTits ring. " 

' S£E arfsjlzort path f -— *tis eafy to "be found, ' 
Winding, delightful, thro' the mazy round ! 
Tempt the /rpV j[ldli,'to no /ok proof, confined; 
Sfjtft the fliort ifhadowings, o'er your figur'd 

mind : 
Mournful, recil feme friend's lamented fate. 
Sad, on czch Jeaturey hangs the rtiind^B felt weight. 
Seek you ftrorig fenfe of Joy ? ^Looks, firft, im- 
part-^* ' * . ; . - 

Then, the nerv'd JlriSlure hounds it from the 

. , heart : ' 
Does rage inflanie ? No vijage can conceal, 
Wh^it Xhc mark' 4 rmffcle hids the fpiritfeel: 
Still, as the ;7^nyVJ cionftrain, the looks obey. 
And what the Idok enjoins, the netves dif^ay : 
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Mutual their aid, reciprocal their ftrain, ^ * 
Will but commanding^ face, and nerves explain^ 
Lightening, and thunder, fo concurringi ftrike, * 
One their joint origin, tho* form'd unlike: 
So, to the look^ iK attentive nerves repdy, r / . - 
As, from the flafli, fucceeding thunders iy. 
'Tis caufe, and confequencej nor floAys move grace 
Eronfi beauty's fmile, than the touched ador's face. 
Poize the rule s praSlice ^ turn it o'er and o'er ; 
Nor think it tedious, tho* conceiv'd before : 
'Tis but, to LOOK, and WILL.— Th' imprinted^// 
Moves the ftruck mujcles, and the limbs comply t 
Gefiure is meaning's Ape — grave^furiouSygay^ 
Changeful, as cloud-form'd (hapes, Mrhen ^inds 

make vsray ; 
Imag'd conception^ firft, \mtface inflames ; 
Then, the mein paints it, and the tone proclaims. 

Is there, who dmbts an art, thus briefly (hown ? 
Call out proofs pow'r, and make that art his own : 
Bid him, with mournful brow yi^t^W founds ofy^^y, 
Half the mock'd fenfe th' unbracing nerves de-- 

(iroy : 
Tun'd to the. tearful eye's retentive woe^ 
Rapture's check'd pbrafe fhall quench its fiery 

glow : Pain- 
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Painfully ^bintful, eack^ note ihdl i^^ 
And his /9^V mp^Uhi give bis tcvr^i the He. 
JNe^ctf while foh/mUs xeflrain his voiced cflay, 
Bid angry fouods give RAG^its thoodViag wa^r i 
Vainly, moujth'd menace fwells th' attempted 

Kind) as cmfenty th' wnfrigbt'oing accents^xw : 
While his look fr$%m^4 n9t^ fenfe cou'd foij|iKi but 

fweet \ 
No nerve, concurring, help'd th' uafinew'd Iwat* 
Bu? had his eyes th' imp^tiept fire difplay'd. 
Each mte had foatch'd i^, and ^v^jkp convey'd : 
Thvis, <?/i^ plain pi:a^e paints t^^fcif n^yr^ r^ht^ 
And ^11 her changeful inures move d^IighL 

Is there, who love? not Joy ^ ~ "Tberej^ then, 

begin. 
Search the foul-pleafing pafHon's power, mthtn , 
Find ypur S)viu.g'$ jforce, belflire fome fakbful 

Olass, 
Heedful, toletmf^i^f inapreiSo^ pafs i 
There, to t^uc-h'd'glAdpfefs, thoi^ght-^r^'d /ca^ 

tures train, ' . ' 
*Till each Gri^'4 fibre fcc^s tk' f^^^l^tit^Jk-mn : 

., :.:..,.: ;-. Tbcft 
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Then, (ftretch'd) behold your opening forehead 

.r/j^/ ; ■ ■ ■ •■ •- 

Back'ningj in boaftful fenfe oifparklfrig e^es. 
Broadly majc^icat ypiir breafl expands, " 

Braced your prefs'd joints — neck, knee, feet, 

I.I • • '\ ^ • 

Aduld'ers, handf$, ' ^ /' ' ' "^ ' 
TrcadSing on ai^i eathv^ep tunvfoul difplSy^/ 
Your limbs- all %]&/(?«, and your look^ ill Mdf^t : 
Tn^Sj Jpeak^'-py anfwers ; every fo\ifid its own : 
Mufick, and rapture, mi:3^d, in tT2n{p6ttsf^ra't 

Fail, from diis height (ah! 'tii !rtrf ibrtimd's 
road !)' 
Down, tfo deep fenfe of fOTfcrv/s pungenf ^tt'/j* 
Damp your loofe fcature^s; into i!hcx!tgh€g di/irejs^ 
^ade faiicys glofs, to d4tfi-tey d wreicBednefi : 
The fad^f^i fick'ning, HMt ilhtjpffih lifeakV 
Unbending nerves grid's lax impre^n^ tafee : 
Faint hangs the clouded eye — fliort ftfeps drag 

(teW, ' •'• '• --^ - ■• 

And evtrf Ktietirds^felVaVe'lfe^ ' "• 

Now, to the heart.f6Ldh"ii^feftffb> ilie voice com- 

piatTts^ :^*^-, ' ^ 

And fighingpityers catch th* infe<aious pains, 

I Say. 
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Say, ihould feme flack ner of the padi'on's 

care, 
Fbrm'd for gay flights, iind ftruggling from dc- 

. fpair ; 
Bow'd, from his native bent,^to i/(?z)r^f'i aewpart. 
Find Fear'$ cold c^^jifign'd ^fiarkfs heart i 
What could he do? where houfe th'. iqtruliye 
. . .,-gueft? /V ^' ..,. 

Let his Eye lodge him -- 'twill preparp^his breajl^ 
From the foul's o^Xxc^ Jhoots th' admitted ftiape. 
Nor lets one timVous wavering ftart efcap?. 
Fear is elujhe forrtm^ (hunning pain j 
K8iyC'-rYJ^^Jlof.d—it din^ the doubtful brain ; 
Spirit fnaJtelx'd inward, ftagnating^ by dread, 
Slow, thro' the limbs, crawls coldi the living lead: 
Form'd to the look^ that naoulds th'^aiTumer's face. 
His joints catch frem6Jings^]ifc"s njoift Arrngsm-r 

brace I - ; 

This road, and that, th' alarmf ul paflion tries, 
Halts^ in the,motion-*-;^«//^j, in the eyes > 
Checks the dipt accent's hqfitativc way, : 
And, on th' eva^'Oe mufcks, \migs delay. 

Anger 



Yet, with what abfent fenfe of all itsjame. 

Bid .the face, Mnjp^ymViF^^ ^^;*^^? vl::'; : J 
.S^^jk, .^ihejbd;,5,wj^4fir5s,4l^<?^J^^^ %fe 
■Stang,'!by>«;i^^/^?(^^'f.^^^ 

Hard heaye.'t^^/f/f J. f plJijji^OKrM-fpftS?^:^.! 
'Twixt the c/wV teeih, indignandy, fu^eftr 

breaft : 

Quick turns, and/^r///2g-j, face, and air, deform; 
J^^i^d tl^ki.ibcfft bc;e^thir\g$ paiptJ^e: infelt ilonpw 

Nor y^^, nor ///>, eternal Tempest fweeps, 
Hu(h*d calms SucQ^ity and^he^^thunder flaegfj: 
Such, the foft, filent tide, that floods the mind, 
T^TOoy'd CoMp^sgrj^N's pai^-rtp^ch-d warl^th, 

inclined : - n 

Aidful /^M'fprmgstopitied .woe;-'. -. 

Thenqe, every quiyVing fme^l^rns to glow : V 
. 3 . s Back, 



Back, fi'om the panting %&», to the eye. 
Kind, figh-wing'<t^^/,mfoltftw&tioh, fly: 
So, iroini eaP-tlfsbfmtighreaftyVa ^w'r-drt6'<! 

' May, 

Steams the fiptfta^rance, to the fuh's felt tiy 5 
Lightly Mdn'cF, to tAoril's faint clalp it cfiftg^. 
Yet, oft (1^ go") fells back— ol't; iljwvard, fprilrigs ; 
So leart", —to fteal foft PitV*$ cdpied gi^ee j 
Languor's tfioift cfoUd ttaf kS, iS^tf , die mouniftd 

■■ facc}_ ^ 

IPhefl, hopc'^' is^K^'tenjidn v^'s tfie ftiufc'ly 

mein, 
0r4gg'd di^'rtnt Ways, <itmtendiffg^datrJtft^i^tfW; 
Cfaih'd looks, 'gsdhiS movcrticirtsi paint itttcrnil 

T^hfixt thie httn^saiguijh, M^thehelf sJeJfgbt t 
Then, touch'd attention's hark'ning hufh creeps 

rbund,' ' ' ' , 

Aii* ^edtbkfs motifbs devour' tJf ixpedled JSW. ^ 

morn : : . . • 

Andp'tfs darkJAfrig oppofit^ fe;.JS«:b|t^* : '• 
Fi8;*1$6 thii!'tes^-ltefttbh*d ifW^Ace <rfa&^^^ 
J^#dih mi&ry's doomful ^laim, in fons of can. — 

Ah! 
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Ah ! minds, (too apt) turn but the look within^ 
We iind prides im&ge, there, as fure, zs^fin ! 
Yet, with fuch ^as, roUs man's will from fighf^ ' 
That fearch, firft, miffesy what is mbft in fight : 
Elfe, How MHeedfui^to defcribe a rage, 
iVe? />//5^i?r wants power to feel — ^tut on the Jiage 

CAUTioirSi (lifeV leaking pi<9bure) wear that^ 
. '• ftaini . 

Rightly, to ^^w^, bethine^but not retmn I 
Scorn is ealm, cafelefs, angiri^g^^ of wing, 
BrufhM fenfe of harmlefs wrong, too weak to 

ftihg: : . ' 

Safe in fufpende^d power, eas'd 'wannth difclaim^ 
Exertion— and, withjlack remifsnefsy flames : 
Now frniles -^ now frowns— ^ yet, Bbtb^ with cyfc 

ferenci • 

While half-ftrung nerves play fprings oipainleji 

jfpleeii, 

CLbsE-FOLLOWlNG fcoH^ — AmAZEMENT* 

ought to rife f 
Angth feel Wonder, men fliould dare defpifet 
Born to miftakes, and erring out Yi[Q*^ fpan, 
Man — as if heaven were his— looks down on Man. 
Vol, III. Dd Say, 
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S^y, then, what meander 1 8— trace its taught c^ufc; 
Mark its true features, and make known its laws: 
Wonder is curious ^(?«3/, — Wili^'s chcck'd 

retreat, 
Shrinking^rcw danger, it f)repares to meet : 
'Tv^ fear's half brother, ofx^femblingyJ^c^, 
But^ArV, unwavering^ and bound down to place: 
Earneft, alarroful ^<?«^, intently keen. 
Notes the weighed objeft-^-yet, dijlrufis if, feen ; . 
As in pale churchyards, gleam'd by filcnt night, 
Should fome oxoiiA^dhe fhade the moon's dim 

light, 
Shudd*ry, the back'ning blood, revolving fwift, 
Cloggs the prefa'd heart —ftrctch'd fibres fail to 

Hit; 
Loft, in doubt's bard'nbgfroft^^^/Kto/«w lies, 
While fcnfc climbs, gradual, to xht^Jiraining eyes. 

Hatred is fuUen fury, long retein*d ; 
'Tis willing mifchief ; warily reftrain'd : 
'Tis thought's corrofion, aqpidly perplexed, 
'Tis felf in 'pain, left others live, unvexd. 
This to /^iwJ^vfoiW— (pencil ! jdcas'd, and free. 
Paint the.qudifdferpent, thou abhorr^ft tQ^r>l 

- Veil 
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Veil the malignant leery that burns with fpite ; , 
Bid the brow's lour o'crhang the iick*ning^i&/ : 
Swell the blown cheek-^th' unopening lip rcftrain, 
Stretch'd, xhtwide noJJril rmrks th' impatient pain. 
Ardent, yet, heedlefs— half th' averted eye 
Skims the loath'd objedt, and difdains it nigh. 
Hard, bachbrac^d nerves ^ in fett'ry fervor, toil 
And the rttri;Vfyftem heaves, in check'd recoil. 
Hafte from taught pain ~ fliun hatred^ $ baneful 

Jhade^ 
And to love's funfliine, lend the mufe*s aid. 

Love is intenfe Desire, by rev^rence^ check'd i 
*Tis hope's hot tranfport, ftreak'd with fear's re- 

fpeft: 
'Tis paflion's every fouI-fclt power, disjoin' d^ 
TTis all th* afembled tr^an's whole force, combined. 
'Tis like foft air, through which admitted light 
Peoples pleased fancy, and lends Jhape to fight : 
Yet, like that air^ dijlurb'd, man's quiet breaks, 
Tempefts his reafon, and his triumph fhakes. 

You, who infufe this power, rnuft, firft, have 
felt: 
No heart, unmov'd itfelf, bids others m^lt : 

Dd 2 Yet, 
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Yet, wou d chalk'd outline fketch th' ip>agin*d 
,. grace ? \ 

t)unib earneft gaze, tongues o'er th* vnwoo^dX foce : 
Soft ning, in apprehenfion's awe-check'd air, 
Each limb befeeches ; each flow ftep's z prayer : 
While high-brac'd raptures imaged pride confefs, 
Meeknefs fits guardian, o'er the mild addrefs : 
Doubt ^ diffipating hofe^ to blanche defire, . . 
Hangs the mind's curby upon th6 body's fire. 

Snatch'd from the fcene, claim this the 
Box's care : 
It paints^ and warns, for every beauty, there i 
But, therey love's (hafts, (of late) all point lefsy lie, 
Blunt, from bold meine and dead'ning in the eye : 
Naked of heart, and hateful^ of DelayV 
Erring tinie-fhort'ner ! meeting wijh halfway ! 
JVomany outftradling ^zr/'i old lureful flcill, 
Mannd o'er with Invitation, drives back W//; 
Falls her paft price,. owns patient hope buys dear, 
ria^vks for quick market, and hawls chapmen near: 
Talks loud, flruts, elbows, calls a grace a Fool ; 
DreTs'd, Jike,aj(^^rfrr^w, manner'd, like a mule: 
FaWd^ the prefs'd cheap'ner dreads th' out-bluf- 

tj-ing air^ . 
Eyes the braw'd fwaggerer, and reje(a:s her ijoart. 
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Turn, coarfc cx)nceiver ! al!, unfexd^ by mode, 
Maidy that trot'ft, uglying, in the monJier*% road ! 
Proud, yet, immodeft ! light, rude, witlefs, pert. 
Bold, joftling, hoid'ning, blufhlefs, pow'rlefsy?/>// 
Emptier^ than j/r, thy coloury gugaws play. 
While every hour's new forms pufh old away : 
^rijler ! for cards^ and contradiBions, born ! 
Panting for conqueft — yet compelling fcorn 1 
Lab' ring from nature ^ to grow loath'd by art^ 
And, for man\ manners^ forfeiting his heart / 

But hold— contempt, wrong plac'd, becomes 
unjuft ; 
Perhaps, y?^^^ wbiners gave love's friends difguji ) 
For, (goblin like) tbere^ lovers ivalky unJJjoum^ 
Talk'd ofy in every play— yet, ^^^/i, in none. 
Loft, in unfeeling, cold, afFe(fted drcmh 
They touch no tendernefs^ attempting all ? 
Lump'd, lazy, lifelefs indolence— om caufe. — 
Aad one^ th' admiring /(?e?/'s misjudg'd applaufe. 
Why QxoxxApainJiueat for praife, proud eafe can 

win. 
By the rMs'dfootJlep^ and exalte4€hin? 
By the heav'd halt^ that fwings its load along, 
Clupifily folemn> and ierenely wrong ? 

Dd 3 By 
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By the big, broad, round, mellow troundltng f roily 
That means no pafHon, and convejrs no foul : 
Half fwells, then finks, like fails of flhips bccalm'd, 
A dry, dead, fweet — man's mummied voice em^ 

balm'd. 
Shame on the whineling, fleep-inducive, tone ! 
Not, by fuch glow-worm glimpfe, lovers Jires arc 

fhown : 
Heart, voice, mcin, vifage, all, pay love their aid, 
Cupid exads more ftridt alliance made ; 
'Twixt the mind^JlateSy than, once, *twixt Eu- 

ropeh^ HE, 
Who bound all princes— yet, left nme unfrjee. 
Not fuch loofe treaties pleafe th* all-buckling God, 
Pundlual, h^ yokes tun'd founds, to meaning's nod ; 
Pardons no void, vain, voluble harangue. 
And hates to hear the unaiming bowftring twang, 

S AY yfemaJeJhades of love ^ who haunt the ftage, 
Whzt Jiendy clofe-treading, tags defire with rage } 
If in^your hofpitable bofonis bred, 
Th' unrefting fury thrives, by beauty /^^, 
Tell the dire name— But if youy plenty feel 
Th' impreffive tootb, and no gnaw'd thought re* 
veal ; 

Speak, 
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Speak, tell-tale mufc. —• Thou fliar'ft th' enve- 
nomed bite, 
For Jealousy ne'er fleeps, whtn poets write. 

Th^ yams Jealousy two faces wears. 
Each differing, apt, as formed, by different cares : 
'While infant- wing'd, the callow harpy lies. 
Too dim for daylight i too unfledg^'d, to rife : 
'Tis doubt'-mix'd anger ^ ftruggling to confide^ 
Floating, half funk, on pity's pleading tide : 
Here, ho^t-itdifoftnefs fooths the affiant heart. 
There, rage, vindiffive, bids the Jpir it /mart : 
'Twixt the two wav'ring fcales, by turns, deprefti 
Thd eye's Ihort wand'rings mark the minddi- 

ftreft : 
Uanguidty ftrung, flow-nerv'd, half-Jinewy ftrain. 
Paints an unfettled, half^determin'd^ pain : 
Whence roused rejentment^ catching hafty flame. 
Coord, by met pity y blufhes into fhame : 
But, does weigh* dFRooF confirm th' ideal wrong ? 
T*hen^ the eye lightens — and the brace binds 

flxong: 
Not vengeance burns more turbulendy ftern, 
Tho' (thrd it) pain'd afFedion fighs concern. 

Dd 4 Thus, 
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Thus, has the mufe. In paffion's changeful 
drefs, . 
Led ent'ring art through natures dark recefs ; 
Fair, to her eye, one fourpe of aStion fhown. 
Whence every branched meander flows her own ; 
Brief, let precifiop's fcale c(mtna£l the view ; 
Theji, grafp it, meniry^ and remit the clue. 

Previous; to art's firft aft — (till then, ^7//^^7/»JI 
Print the ideal pathos^ on the brain : 
Feel the thought's im^ge on the eyeball roll j 
Behind that window, fits th'- attentive Soul : 
Wing'd, at her beck, th* obedient Muscles fly^ 
Bent, or relaxing, to the varied eye : 
Prefs'd, moderate, lenient, Voice's organ'd foundj^ 
To each felt impulfe, tones the tuneful round : 
Form'dto xhj^ nerves, concurring Me in partakes. 
So, the nunfd aftor moves— and paflion shakes, 



"[he 
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The Dedication qJ the Beech-tree ; 

Occafiond by the late Difcovery of making 
Oil, from th? Fruit of that Tree, 



H 



IGH, in thy ftarry orb. 
Great ruling planet of our brighten' d fphere. 
The mufe invokes thee, and demands thy ear ! 
Her HARLET^ ear! O yet, confefs the namej 
Thy titles borrow luftre from iSay fame. 

FEARLESS, to fall, my rein4oos'd fancy foars^ 
High, as thy deeds, nor common aid implores : 
Let conic\o\x% Jawners blow xhtitfmoaky fire. 
And vainly bid th' unliji^ning gods infpirc ; 
' My mufe, dlfdainful of their fuUied wings, -^ 
Views the vaft height, and, dauntlejs, upward/ 

fprings, 
Infpir'd, like angels, by the worth, ftie fings. 



vard^ 

5. J 



Yet, oh ! mijiake not my afpiring lays ; 
They wou'd but (peak my duty, not your praife: . 

Praifcs 
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Praifcs, like yours, who lives, and docs not know ? 

Tht pooreji debtors count the fums, they owe-. 

But I, impatient of the gtovring fcorej 

Wou'd pay you fomcthing, e'er I owe you more ! 

Accept, great guider of the /lormy ftate. 
An offering worthy of the irave and great : 
Accept, what heavn, propitious for your fake. 
Smiles on this/^^^^^-^/^/iV land, and bids her take: 
This art ofoU^ had been fome altar's due. 
Now, hv' Ay yiith purer zeal, (he kneels to you. 
Thztawful pow'r, who guards our Anna's throne, 
And to that Anna, made your virtues known, , 
Tq place fuch worth, above all wifh'd controul, 
Blefs*d the long labours qf yo\xx peaceful foul 5 ^ 
But pnc thing 'M^i?;?/<?^/,~Fam'd Minerva's tree. 
The gift oi peace, frpm gods to men, like thee, 
That oleous plant, the pride oi funnier climes. 
Chief in the poets fongs of antient times. 
Too long prophand, for thy chafte brow to wear. 
Fled the cool influence of the Northern Bear. 
Heaven's voice was heard— i{/fc:/V«/ nature groan'd, 
Felt his new will, and the correAion own'd. 
The humblcft foreft of our favour'd land, 
Grew proud beneath this bounty of his hand, 

I Confefsd 
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Confefs^d the fecret^ he vouchfaf d to teach, 
Difdain'd the olive^ and enthron'd the beech. 

Hail, happy tree ! wou*d after ages know. 
To whom their fons thy oily harvefts owe, 
Oxford's lov*d name, deep on thy bofom, grave. 
Who, from his country, did his country fave ; 
Who gave our harafs'd land its long-wifh'd reft; 
And forc'd unwilling nations^ to be bleft ; 
Whofe known efteem of arts gave birth to thee, 
Omen oi greater^ which, e'er long fhall be. 

ThV pious hand^ which made war'i thunder 
ceaie» 
Shall cultivate the nobler arts oi peace \ 
*Till murm'ring fadion owns, with tbanklef$]QY^ 
'Tis far more gre?it, to build^ than to dejiroy. 

Nor (hall thy riling country'sy5«'j alone^ 
Thy wifer care of their loft int'reft own. 
The boundlefs bleffings of thy libVal hand. 
Shall {hed their influence, on our fruitful hnd: 
The long-mourn*d abjence of th* infpiring plant, 
Whofe powerful juice ungrinds the edge of want ^ 

Whofe 
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Whokfov' reign Jirengtb makes glad the labVer'^ 

. toil. 
Shall nowy no more reproach our injur'd foil : 
Our teeming glebe, if la-right divine; 
E'er long, {hall fwell, with floods of genVous wine^ 
France fhall no more .her comt^A vineyards boaft, 
But look, with envyy on our northern coaft. 
Which now enrich 'd, with matchlefs oil and corn^ 
UnequaVd vintage^ fhall foon adorn. 

Nor this alone ! on, on, prophetic fire ! 
Tho' boundlefs is xht fight ^ difdain to tire ; '* 
Unwearied, all his glorious aims purfue, 
'Till fickning envy dies, to fhun the yiew^. 

Fir'd with xhtfureprefage^ methinks I fee 
The ftruggling eaft refign her morian trep i 
The rougheft Dryads of our oaken ifle, 
CharmM with the gentle ftranger, learn to fmile; 
The dancing boughs their breezy homage pay. 
The oak nods welcome, and the beech gives way. 
And now, ^^^fpring^ by rifing warmth, rienew'd* 
The various mitGc feeks its leafy food. 
Spins out its little life'sinduftrious threa4. 
In graljeful toil, to find its feeders bread, 

2 Dies 



OrtIOINAl Poems. 415 

pies a rich recompencc of female care, 
And leaves its filken trcafures to the fair ; 
The fair, long mindful, whence th 'advantage came, 
Shall teach their fons to fpeak, . by lifping UA 22- 
L E T^'s name. 

. From viewSy like thine, with thy vaft knowkd^e^ 
jom d, 
What bleflings may r>ot kap^ -Britain fiod ? ' 
Fierce emulation fhall new pow'rs impart, ' ^ ^ . 
'Till eyVy wijh gxovr^ pqffihle Xq art j .- ; ; 

Rivers ftiall roll, where //ow, huge mountains grow, 
Andtide^j iiew :channerd; wonder /&«£? theyflow; 
For tbee^ proud T^hames his weakby arms fhall fprcad, 
Apd take the fwift Sabrina to his bed,. 
Enamour'd!7rf«/flialllove-fick Avonmttx.. , . 
And diftant feas, in mix'd alliance^ meet. 

Dear, to thy care, ev'n th' unboping SCOT 
Shall blefs the unions and hold faft the knot ;; 
Britain no longer fhall explore, from far, - - 
The coftly magazines of «^W war 5 
High on the mountains ofher;northern fliore. 
The gxxnxmy pine fhall fhed her pitchy flore ; 
Tallin, which,, ufelefs, hav^.lpng ages grown, 
Shall fright the feas, and vifit worlds unknown j 



I 
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*TiU thcchcck'd {ons of Noriva/s timbered ftatt, 
^ Learn love^ by force, while we difarm their bate. 

And, her?, rejoice, ye Caledonian fliorcs, 
Whofe empty ftrands my friendly mufc deplores: 
Shortly, ftrong fleets (hall plow your ftormy feas, 
And ivealtb*^ warm breath your icy ports un- 
freeze ! 
The Belgic fpoiler {hall no more purfue '- 
Tho(c Jinny ihoals, which comtjoMt guides ^^ndiyoui 
Summon'd to greatnefs^ worthy of yoMrfame, 
Nor ill-fupported, in the gen Vous aim^ 
Approaching time fhall fee yob,' jiiftly brave, 
A£ert^^ ri^l^t, whkh Gd^, and nature^ gave. 
Hhen {hall- that fire, which, now^ your bofoms fill's, 
With virtues, ufelefs, on your barren hills. 
New-nerve the grafp of applications hand, 
And roufe the latent glories of your land. 

Wide fies a trad, beneath the funny line^ 
Where rays direSi with burning luftre fliine ; 
Where ribs offiher bind the fea-wafh'd plains, 
And virgin wealthy unmix'd with av'rice^ reigns. 
This^ the proud Spaniard never yet poiTefs'd, 
So much has heav'n the happy fuitives bicfs'd ; 

Rcfcrv'd 
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Referv'd for Britijh rule, x)^t]xijibmusy free. 
Divide^ the northern^ from ^^Joutbernioz. ^ 

Nor tbis^ the haplefs tra<a:, the direful fpot, 
Dear^ to the brave, the unpermitted^ SCOT^ 
Nbrtb of that fad, that ill-remcmber'd fhore, 
A happier work does happier hands implore. 

H£R£ ihall the fons of our adventVous land. 
Through z^«^r« ages, ftretch decreed command j 
Here fliall they draw botb oceans to their fway. 
And thro* repugnant mountains cut their way : 
. 'Tis done ! methinks, I hear their cannons roar, 
Hoftile repiners {hun the tnn)ied fhore. 
And round vaft capeSy a tedious courfe purfue. 
While wCy and only we^ poffefs the new» 
Hence (hall the fliorten*d dijiancegu2,rd our bealtb^ 
Secure our trqfficky and increafe our wealth : 
The wejiern bullion^ to pur merchants, fold. 
Shall- fend us weight for weight, in eajlern gold. 
Nor, then, fhall Afia'^ aromatic ftore 
Pile the proud markets of a neighboring ihore 5 
All fhall be ourSy and, while we all maintain. 
No bloody war (hall the chafte viSi'ry (lain. 

O Blind 



1 
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O BLIND prophiners ti obtruded blifs ! 
Who, wantingT^///, Xojatbom depth, like this,* 
Infiead of owning debts, you cannot pay^ 
Strike at the friendly hand, which points the way. 

Forgive, thou greit infpirer of niy fohg. 
If, ending here^ thy wider views I wrong ; 
If arts more wtflfd;bv vror\6s4eJs known ther6 wtre. 
Thy ne plus ultra had not r,efted there. 



The End of the Third, Folumi. 
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